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TO 



HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 



TKI 



PRINCE OF WALES. 



SIR, 

The soliciting so august a Patronage, 
is endeavouring at the same time to at- 
tract the favourable regard of the most 
enlightened Judge. However long or 
short the period may be which comprises 



the duration of my poetry, it may 
boast of the present] auspicious hour 
from the gracious reception of that 
illustrious Person to whom, in these 
times, the Country looks up with an 
expecting eye, and from whose eminent 
abilities she derives the flattering omen 
of her future prosperity. 

I have the honour to be, 

SIR, 

Your most respectful 

faithful humble Servant, 

Edward Jerningham. 

January 20th, 1 806. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Magdalen Charity was eftabliihed in the year 
175s* A commodious habitation was engaged, in. 
Prbscot Street, by the promoters of this be- 
nevolent institution, and the houfe was opened on 
the tenth of Aoguft, when eight unhappy objects 
were admitted. 

In the year 1771, die Charity was removed to & 
more fpacions building in St. George's Fields. 



THE 



MAGDALEN S. 



ss 



&e e to yon fane the fuppliant Nymphs repair, 
At Virtue's ftmne to breathe Contrition's figh i 
Their youthful cheek is pal'd with early care. 
And forrow dwelb in their dejefted eye* 

Hark ! they awake a folemn plaintive lay, 
Where Grief with Harmony delights to meet i 
Not Philomela from her lonely fpray, 
Trills her clear note more qucruloufly fweet. 



f. THE MAGDALEN8. 

Are thefe the fair (late Pleafure's Feflive quire) 
. Who wont the dome of Luxury to tread ? 
Who deck'd in varying fafhion's new attire, 
Still vied in fplendor with the high-born Maid ? 

For fober weeds they change their flowing train, 
Of the peWl bracelet flrip the graceful arm, 
Conceal the breafl that glow'd in ev'ry vein, 
And madden'd into joy at Love's alarm. 



Ah now no more the diamond's dazzling ray 
Darts from the artful mazes of the hair 5 
No more thofe trefles garifhjy difplay 
The idle plumes that fportive mock'd the air, 

Yet Beauty lingers on their mournful brow, 
As loth to leave the cheek fuffus'd with tears, 
Which fcarcely blufhing with a languid glow, 
Like Morn's feint beam thro' gath'ring mill appears. 



THE MAGDALEN! 

No more compare them to the gaudy flow'r, 
Whofe painted foliage wantons in the gate : 
They look the lily drooping from the fhow'r, 
Or the pale violet fick'ning in the vale* 

If fond of empire and of conqueft vain, 
They frequent vot'ries to their altars drew, 
Yet blaz'd thofe dazz'ling altars to their bane, 
The idol they, and they the vidtim too ! 

Once deflitute of counfel, aid, or food, 
Some helplefs orphans in this dome refide, 
Who (like the wand 'ring children in the wood) 
Trod the rude paths of life without a guide. 

Some who encircled by the great and rich 
Were won by wiles and deep-defigning art, 
By fplendid bribes, and foft perfuafive fpeech, 
Of pow'r to cheat the young unguarded heart. 
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THE MAGDALENS. 

Some on whom Beauty breath'd her radiant bloomy 
While adverfe flare all other gifts remov'd ; 
Who hurried from the dungeon's living tomb # 
To fcenes their inborn virtue difappcov'd. 

What tho* their youth imbib'd an eariy ftain r 
A fecond innocence is now their claim ; 
While in the precin&s of this blefss'd domain. 
They bafk beneath the rays of rifing Fame. 

So the young myrtles in Misfortune's dayy 
Nipt by the Waft that fwept their vernal bed, 
hi fheltlring walls their tender leaves difplay p . 
And wak'ning into life new fragrance fhed. 

T1k>' white- wing'd Peace protect this calm, abode,. 
Tho' each tumultuous paflkyi be fupprefc'd, 
Still Recollection wears a fling to goad, 
Still Confidence wakes to rob their foul of reft*. 



THE MACDALENS. 

See one the tort'ring hour of mem'ry prove, 
Who wrapt iq penfive fecrecy forlorn, 
Sits muting on the pledges of her love, 
Who fell the viftims of paternal fcorn t 

Forgot, deflated in th' extremeft need, 
By him who fhou'd have rear'd their tender age * 
* Was this, Seducer, this the promis'd meed r ' 
She cries—then finks beneath Affliction's rage: 

Her bufy mind recalls the fatal plain, 
Which with flow laboring fteps (he journeyed o'er, 
Half-yielding to the fierce impetuous rain, 
While in her arms two helpleis babes fhc bore : 

Her mind recalls how at that awful hour 
The difinal Owlet fcream'd her fliiv'ring note, 
How (hriek'd the Spirit from the haunted tow V, 
While other founds of woe were heard remote : 

•4 



THE MAGDALEN*. 

How to the covert of a tott'ring flied f % 
As Night advanc'd, (he fearfully retirM ; 
And as around the darkening horror fpread. 
Her famifh'd infants on her bread expir'd : 

How keenefl Anguifh bade her bofom bleed, 
As there £he brooded o'er her haplefs ftate : 
* Was this, Seducer, this the promis'd meed?x* 
She cries— 'then links beneath Affliction's weight. 

Another mourns her fell with grief fincere. 
Whom tranquil Reafon tells Ihe 's (hun'd, difdain'd 
Repuls'd as vile, by thofe who held her dear, 
Who c&U'd her once Companion, Sifter, Friend. 

That recollects the day when loft to ftiame, 
She fondly facrific'd her veftal charms, 
Refign'd the virgin's for an harlot's naigfi^ 
And left a parent'sibr a fpoiler's arms. 



fttt MAGDALENSv 

Imagination pictures to her mind 
The father's rage, the mother's fofter woe : 
Unhappy pair ! to that diflrefs confign'd, 
A child can give, a parent only know. 

At this deep fcene, by Fancy c(rawn, imprefs'd, 
The filial paffions in her heart revive : 
Reproach vindictive, mfhes on her breaft, 
To Nature's pangs too feelingly alive. 

If this, of fimilar tormenting thought^ 
Cling to tbeir foul, when penfively alone, 
For youth's offence, for Love's alluring fault, 
Say, do they not fufficiently atone ? 

Nor deem me one of Melancholy's train, 
If anxious for the forrow- wedded Fair, 
Tho' little (kilful of that heav'nly flrain, 
Whole melting numbers to the heart repair: 



*» THE MAGDAL1NS. 

I (teal impatient from the idle throng, 
The roving gay companions of my age,* 
To temper with their praife my artfefs Jong, 
And foft-ey'd Pity in their caufe engage. 

Tis Virtue's talk to foothe Affliction's fmar^ 
To join in fadnefs with the Fair diftreft : 
Wake to another's pain the tender heart, 
And urge to clemency the rigid breaft* 



• Thfe potm w« frft publi&ed ia 17$$* 
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ADVERTISEMENT* 

Inkle is preparing to fet out for England, after hay- 
ing fold Yarico to a merchant at Barbadoes, c not- 
« withstanding that the poor Girl, (fays the Spec- 

♦ tator) to incline him to commiferate her condition, 
< told him that (he was with child by him : but he 

* only made ufe of that information, to rife in bis 
f demands upon the purchafer,' 
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YARICO to INKLE. 



H. . 1 > 



VV i th falfehood lurking in thy fordid breaft, 
And pprj'ry's feal upon thy heart imprefr, 
Dar'ft thou, Oh Chriftian ! brave the founding wavcSp 
The treach'rous whirlwinds, and untrophied graves? 
Regardlefs of my woes, fecurely go, 
No cuife-fraught accents from thefe lips fliall flow ; 
My fondeft wifh fhall catch thy flying fail, 
Attend thy courfe, and urge the fav'ring gale: 
May ev'ry blifs thy .God confers be thine, 
And all thy (hare of woe compris'd in mine. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



IffKXX is preparing to let out for England, after 
ing ibid Tauco to a merchant at Barbadoett 
« withstanding that the poor Girl, (iky* *■* 
« xatar) to incline him to conwniferate 
* told him that fee was wkh chiid 
4 onhr made nfe of that 
< demands upon the porrlnfarj 




14 YARICO TO INKLE. 

One humble boon is all I now implore, 
Allow thefe feet to print their kindred ihore : 
•Give me, Oh Albion's fon ! again to roam, 
for thee deferted, my delightful home : 
To view the groves that deck my native feene, 
The limpid dream, that graceful glides between : 
jRetrieve the fame I fpurn'd at Love's decree, 
Afcend the throne which I forfook for thee : 
Approach the bow'r— (why ftarts th' unbidden tear r) 
Where once thy Ya&ico to thee was dear. 

The fcenes the hand of Time has thrown behind, 
Return impetuous to my bufy mind : 

* What hoftile veflel quits the roaring tide 

* To harbour here its tempeft-beaten fide ? 

4 Behold the beach receives the fhipwreck'd crew: 
4 Oh mark their ftrange attire and pallid hue ! 
4 Are thefe the Chriftians, reftlefs- fons of pridej 
4 By avarice nurtur'd, to deceit allied ? 
r 



TAR ICO TO ltfK&f. tj 

45 Who tread with canning itep the mate of art, 
4 And natk with placid looks a <#nker'd heart ? 

* Yet note, fuperior to the rtum'rotls throng, 

* (E'en as the citron humbler plant* among) 

4 That Youth!— Lo I beauty on his graceful brow, 
■* With n&melefs charms bids ev'ry feature glow; 
4 Ah ! leave, fair (banger, this unfocial ground, 
4 Where danger broods, and fury ftalks around* 

* Behold thy foes advance— my fleps puffue 

4 To where I'll fcroen thee from their fetal view; 

* 

* He comes! he comes 1 th* ambrofial feaft prepay 
4 The fig, the palm*juice, nor th' anina fpare; 

4 In fpacious canifters nor fail to bring j 

4 The fcented foliage of the biuftiing fpring: 
4 Ye graceful handmaids, drefs the rofeat bow'r, 
4 And hail with mufic this aufpicious hour— 
4 Ah no ! forbear—- be ev'ry lyre unftrung, 
4 More pleafing mufic warbles from his tongue % 
4 Yet utter not to me the lover's vow, 
4 All, all is thine that Friendfhip can beflow : 



«%- £a*ico to ikkli, 

* Our lawjfc m y ftation, check the guilty flame— 
4 Why wis I born, ye powers, a Nubian dame? 

* Yet fee around, at Love's enchanting call, 

* Stern laws fubmit, and vain diftin&ions fall : 

* And mortals then enjoy life's tranfient day, 

* When finit with paffion they indulge the fway: 

* Yes! crown'd with blifs, we'll roam the confcious gro\ 
•* And drink long draughts of unexhaufted love : 

* Nor joys alone, thy dangers too I'll fhare, 

4 With thee the menace of the waves I'll dare : 
■* In vayi— for (miles his brow deep frowns involve, 

* The facre^ ties of Gratitude diflblve, 

* See Faith diftra&ed rends her comely hair, 

•? His fading yows while tainted zephyrs bear I' 

Oh thou, before whofeferaph- guarded throne 
The Chriftians bow, and other Gods difown, 
If, wrapt in darknefs, thou deny'ft thy ray, 
And fhroud'ft from Nubia thy celeftial day ! 



TARICO TO INKLE. 
Indulge this fervent pray'r, to thee addrefs'd, 
Indulge, tho* utter'd from a fable breaft : 
May gath'ring ftorms eclipfe the chearful (kies t 
And mad'ning furies from thy hell arife : 
With glaring torches meet his impious brow, 
And drag him howling to the gulf below !— 
Ah no ! May HeavVs bright meflengers defcend, 
Obey his call, his ev'ry wifli attend ! 
Still o'er his form their hov'ring wings difpiay ! 
If he be bleft, thefe pangs admit allay : 
Me ftill her mark let angry Fortune deem, 
So thou may'fl walk beneath her cloudlefs beam. 
Yet oft to my rapt ear didft thou repeat, 
That I fuffie'd to frame thy blifs compieat. 
Deluded fex ! the dupes of man decreed, 
We, fplendid vi&ims, at his altar bleed. 
The grateful accents of thy praifeful tongue, 
Where artful flatt'ry too perfuafive hung, 
Like flow'rs adorn'd the path to my difgrace, 
And bade Deftruftion wear a fmiling face. 



it YARICO TO INKLI. 

Yet form'd by Nature in her choiceft mould, 
While on thy cheek her blufhing charms unfold, 
Who could oppofe to thee item Virtue's fhield ? 
What tender virgin would not wifli to yield ? 
But pleafure on the wings of Time was bom, 
And I expos'd a prey to tyrant fcorn. 
Of low-born traders— mark the hand of fate !— 
Is Yarico reduc'd to grace the Hate, 
Whofe impious parents, an advent'rous band, 
Imbru'd with guiltlefs blood my native land : 
E'en fnatch'd my father from his regal feat, 
And ftretch'd bim breathiefs at their hoftile feet ! 
Ill-feted prince ! The Chriftians fought thy fhore, 
Unfheath'd the fword, and mercy was no more. 

But thou, fair ftranger, cam'fl with gentler mind 
To (hun the perils of the wrecking wind. 
Amidft thy foes thy fafety flill I plan'd, 
And reach'd for galling chains the myrtle band ; 



# YARX,CO TO INKLE. 19 

Nor then unconfcious of the fecret fire, 
Each heart voluptuous throb'd with warm defire ! 
Ah pleafing youth, kind obje& of my care, 
Companion, Friend, and ev'ry name that's dear ! 
Say, from thy mind canft thou fo foon remove 
The records graven by the hand of Love ? 
How as we wanton'd on the flow'ry ground, 
The loofe-rob'd pleafures danc'd unblam'd around : 
Till to the fight the growing burden prov'd 
How thou o'ercam'ft — and how, alas ! I lov'd ! 
Too fetal proof ! fince thou with av Vice fraught, 
Didft bafely urge (ah ! fhun the wounding thought !) 
That tender circumftance— reveal it not, 
Left torn with rage I curfe my fated lot ; 
Left ftartled Reafon abdicate her reign, 
And Madnefs revel in this heated brain : 
That tender circumftance— inhuman part— 
I will not weep, tho' ferpents gnaw this heart : 
Frail, frail refolve ! while gufhing from mine eye 
The pearly drops thefe boaftfiil words belie. 

c % 



•ao YARICO TO INKL1U 

Alas ! can Sorrow in this bofom fleep, 
Where ftrikes Ingratitude her talons deep? 
When he whom (till I love, to Nature dead, 
Stabs Pleafure as flie mounts the nuptial bed ? 
What time his guardian pow'r I moft requirM, 
Againft my fame and happinefs confpir'd ! 
And (do I live to breathe the barb'rous tale?) 
His faithful "Earjco expos'd to fale ! 
Yes, bafely urg'd, (regardlefs of my pray'rs, 
E'en while I bath'd his venal hand with tears) 
The tend'refi circumflance— I can no more— 
My future child — to fwell his impious (lore :— 
All, all mankind for this will rife thy foe, 
But I, alas ! alone endure the woe : 
Endure what healing balms can ne'er controul, 
The heart-lodg'd flings and agony of foul.— 
Was it for this I left my native plain, 
And dar'd the tempeft brooding on the main I 
For this unlock'd (feduc'd by Chriftian art) 
The chafte afFe&ions of my virgin heart ? 



Y A RICO TO INKLE. *i 

Within this bofom fan'd the conftant flame, 
And fondly languiuYd for a Mother's name ? 
L.o ! ev'ry hope is poifon'd in its bloom, 
And horrors watch around this guilty womb. 

With blood illuilrious circling thro' thefe veins, 
Which ne'er was chequer'd with plebeian flains, 
Thro' anceftry's long line ennobled fprings, 
From fame-crown'd warriors and exalted kings, 
Muft 1 the (hafts of Infamy fuftain ? 
To Slavery's purpofes my Infant train ? 
To catch the glances of his haughty lord ? 
Attend obedient at the feftive board ? 
From hands unfcepter'd take the fcornful blow ? 
Uproot the thoughts of glory as they grow ? 
Let this pervade at length thy heart of fteel ; 
Yet, yet return, nor blufh, oh man ! to feel : 
Ah ! guide thy ileps from yon expecting fleet, 
Thine injur'd Yarico relenting meet : 

C3 



1% YARICO TO INKLE, 

Bid her recline, woe-ftricken, on thy bread, 
And hufh her raging forrows into reft ! 

If Pity's voice can't wake thy torpid foul, 
Let Terror her impending thunder roll :— 
'Twas night— my folitary couch I prefs'd, 
Till forrow-worn I wearied into reft : 
Methought — nor was it childifh Fancy's flight— 
My country's Genius flood confefs'd to fight : 

* Let Europe's fons (he faid) enrich their fhore 
4 With ftones of luftre, and barbaric ore : 

* Adorn their country with their fplendid ftealth, 

* Unnative foppery, and gorgeous wealth ; 

* Embellifh ftili her form with foreign fpoils, 

* Till like a gaudy proftitute (he fmiles : 

* The day, th' avenging day at length fhall rife, 
' And tears fhall trickle from that harlot's eyes : 

* Her own Gods fhall prepare the fatal doom 

* Lodg'd in Time's pregnant and deitru&ive womb ; 



YARICO TO INKLB. *j 

* The mifchief-bearing womb, thefe hands fhall rend, 

* And ftraight {hall iflue forth Gonfufion's fiend.' 

Say, Albion youth, flow all my words in vain, 
Like feeds that drew the rude ungrateful plain ? 
Say, fhall I ne'er regain thy wonted grace ? 
Ne'er ftretch thefe arms to catch the wifh'd embrace ? 
Enough— with new-awak'd refentment fraught 
Ailift me, Heav'n ! to tear him from my thought : 
No longer vainly fuppliant will I bow, 
And give to love, what I to hatred owe ; 
Forgetful of the race from whence I came, 
With woe acquainted, but unknown to fhame. 
Hence, vile Dejection, with thy plaintive pray'r, 
Thy bended knee, and ftill defcending tear : 
Rejoin, rejoin the pale-complexion 'd train— 
The conflict's paft— and I'm myfelf again. 

Thou parent Sun ! if e'er with pious lay 
I ufher'd in thy world-reviving ray ! 



*4 YARICO TO INKLE, 

Or as thy fainter beams illum'd the weft, 
With grateful voice I hymn'd thee to thy reft I 
Beheld, with wond'ring eye, thy radiant feat, 
Or fought thy facred dome with unclad feet ! 
If near to thy bright altars as I drew, 
My votive lamb thy holy Flamen flew I 
Forgive ! that I, irrev'rent of thy name, 
Dar'd for thy foe indulge th' unhallow'd flame t 
E'en on a Chriftian laviuVd my efteem, 
And fcorn'd the fable children of thy beam. 
This poniard, by my daring hand impreft, 
Shall drink the ruddy drops that warm my breafti 
Nor I alone, by this immortal deed 
From Slav'ry's laws my infant fliall be freed. 
And thou, whofe ear is deaf to Pity's call, 
Behold at length thy deftin'd victim fell ; 
Behold thy once-lov'd Nubian ftain'd with gore # 
Unwept, extended on the crimfon floor : 
Thefe temples clouded with the ftiades of death, 
Thefe lips unconfcious of the Ung'ring breath ; 



*■ 



YARICO TO INKLE. a 5 

Thefe eyes uprais'd (ere clos'd by Fate's decree) 
To catch expiring one faint glimpfe of thee. 
Ah ! then thy Yarico forbear to dread, 
My fault'ring voice no longer will upbraid, 
Demand due vengeance of the pow'rs above, 
Or, more otFenfive (till, implore thy love. 
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ADALEIDA to her FRIEND. 

W i t h each perfection dawning on her mind, 

All Beauty's treafure op'ning on her cheek : 
Each flatt'ring hope fubdu'd, each wifh refign'd, 
Does gay Ophelia this lone manfion feek ? 

Say, gentle maid, what prompts thee to forfake 
The paths thy birth and fortune ftrew with flow'rs ? 
Thro* Nature's kind endearing ties to break, 
And wafte in cloifter'd walls thy penfive hours? 

Let fober thought reftrain thine erring zeal, 
That guides thy footfteps to the veftal gate ; 
Left thy foft heart (this friend/hip bids reveal) 
Like mine unbleft, fhould mourn like mine too late. 



T H B NUN. 

Does fome angelic lonely-whifp'ring voice, 
Some facred impulfe, or fome dream divine, 
Applaud the dictates of thy early choice ?— 
Approach with confidence the awful fhrine. 

There kneeling at yon altar's marble bafe, 
(While tears of rapture from thine eye-lid ileal, 
And fmiling Heav'n illumes thy foul with grace) 
Pronounce the vow thou never can'ft repeaL 

But if mifled by falfe-entitled friends, 
Who fay— > that Peace with all her comely train, 

* From ftarry regions to this clime defcends, 

4 Smooths ev'ry frown, and foftens ev'ry pain : 

* That veftals tread Contentment's flow'ry lawn, 

* Approv'd of Innocence, by Health careft : 

* That rob'd in colours of the vernal dawn, 
4 Celeftial Hope fits finiling at their breaftV 



iS THE NUN; OR, 

Sufpecl: their fyren fong and artful ftyle, 
Their pleafing founds fome treach'rous thought conceal ; 
Full oft does pride with fainted voice beguile, 
And fordid int'rcft wear the mafk of zeal* 

A tyrant abbefs here perchance may reign* 
Who, fond of pow'r, affects th* imperial nod ; 
Looks down difdainful on her female train, 
And rules the cloifter with an iron rod. 

Reflection fickens at the life-long tie, 
Back-glancing Mem'ry a&s her bufy part ; 
Its charm the world unfolds to Fancy's eye, 
And flieds allurement on the youthful heart. 

Lo ! Pifcord enters at the facred porch, 
Rage in her frown, and terror on her creft : 
E'en at the hallow 'd lamps (he lights her torch, 
And holds it flaming to each virgin breaft. 
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But fince the legends of monaftic blifs, 
By fraud are fabled, and by youth believ'd ; 
TJnbought experience learn from my diftrefs, 
Oh ! mark my lot, and be no more deceiv'd. 

Three luftres fcarce with hafty wing were fled, 
When I was torn from ev'ry weeping friend ; 
A trembling vi£Hm to the temple led, 
And (blufh ye parents !) by a father's hand. 

Yet then what folemn fcenes deceiv'd my choice ! 
The pealing organ's animating found 
The choral virgins' captivating voice, 
The blazing akar, and the priefts around : 

The train of youth array'd in pureft white, 
Who fcatter'd myrtles as I pafs'd along : 
The thoufand lamps that pour'd a flood of light, 
The kifs of Peace from all the veftal throng; 
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The golden cenfers tofs'd with graceful hand, 
Whofe fragrant breath Aeabiak odor fhed; 
Of meek-ey'd novices the circling band, 
With blooming chaplets wreath'd around their head. 

My willing foul was caught in rapture's flame, 
While facred ardor glow'd in evYy vein ; 
Methought applauding angels fung my name, 
And HeavVs unfullied glories gilt the fane. 

Mefhought in fun-beams rob'd the heav'nly fpoufe 
Indulg'd the longings of my holy love : 
Not undelighted heard my virgin vows- 
While o'er the altar wav'd the myflic dove* 

This temporary tranfport foon expir'd, 
My drooping heart confefs'd a dreadful void : 
Now helplefs, heav'n -abandon'd, uninfpir'd, 
I tread this dome, to Mifery allied. 
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No wak'ningjoy informs my fallen breaft, 
Thro* op'ning flues no radiant feraph fmilcs ; 
No faint defcends to foothe my foul to reft ; 
No dream of blifs the dreary night beguiles* 

Here haggard Difcontent ftill haunts my view, 
The umber'd genius reigns in ev'ry place j 
Arrays each virtue in the darkeft hue, 
Chills ev'ry pray'r and cancels ev'ry grace. 

I meet her ever in the chearlefs cell, 
The gloomy grotto and the awful wood ; 
I hear her ever in the midnight bell, 
The chiding gale, and hoarfe-refounding flood. 

This caus'd a mother's tender tears to flow, 
(The fad remembrance time fhall ne'er erafe) 
When having feaPd th' irrevocable vow f 
I haften'd to receive her laft embrace- 
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Yet ne'er .did her maternal voice unfold 
This cloifter'd fcene in all its horror dreft ; 
Nor did (he then my trembling fteps with-hold, 
"When here I enter'd a reluctant gueft. 

Ah ! could fhe view her only child betray'd, 
And let fubmiffion o'er her love prevail ? 
Th* unfeeling prieft why did fhe not upbraid, 
Forbid the vowj «nd rend the hov'ring veil ? 

Alas ! fhe might not— her relentlefs lord 
Had feal'd her lips, and chid the rifing tear ; 
So Anguifh in her breaft conceal'd its hoard, 
And all the Mother funk in- dumb defpair. 

But thou who own'ft a Father's facred name, 
What a& impell'd thee to this ruthlefs deed ? 
What crime had forfeited my filial claim ? 
Andgiv'n (Oh! blafting thought) thy heart to bleed? 
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If then thine injur'd child deferve thy care, 
Oh ! hafte and bear her from this lonefome gloom : 
In vain — no words can foothe his rigid ear ; 
And iron laws have riveted mv doom. 



Yet let me to my fate fubmiffive bow ; 
From fatal fymptoms, if I right conceive, 
This dream, Ophelia, has not long to flow, 
This voice to murmur, and this breaft to heave. 

Ah ! when extended on th' untimely bier, 
To yonder vault this form fliali be convey 'd ; 
Thou'it not refufe to filed one grateful tear, 
And breathe the requiem to my fleeting fhade. 

With pious footfteps join the fable train, 
As thro* the lengthening ifle they take their way : 
A glimmering taper let thy hand fuftain, 
Thy foothing voice attune the funeral lay. 
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Behold the minifter who lately gave 
The facred veil, in garb of mournful hue, 
(More friendly office), bending o'er my grave, 
And fprinkling my remains with hallow'd dew : 

As o'er the corfe he ftrews the humbling dull, 
The fterneft heart will raife Companion's figh ; 
E'en then, no longer to his child unjuft, 
The tears may trickle from a Father's eye. 
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NUNNERY.* 

Now pants the night-breeze thro' the darkened air, 
And Silence fboths the veftal world to reft, 
Save where fome pale-ey'd novice (rapt in pray'r) 
Heaves a deep moan, and fmites her guiltlefs breaft. 

Within thofe ancient walls with mofs o'erfpread, 
Where Grief and Innocence their vigils keep, 
Each in her humble cell till midnight laid, 
The gentle daughters of Devotion deep. 



* This Poem, which was placed at the end of the volume 
in the former edition, comes with greater propriety immevli- 
ately after the Nun : for as there Adaleuu foretels her raie, 
fo is her death mentioned in the Nunnery, and marked \vi:h 
fome peculiar circumftances, which render the prcfent Poem 
a fupplcment to the preceding one. 
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Of Wantonnefs the pleafure-breathing lay, 
Or Laughter beck'ning from his rofy feat, 
Or Vanity attirM in colours gay, 
Shall ne'er allure them from their fober date. 



Domeftic comforts they fhall never know, 
Nor voice of kindred reach their dhtant ear : 
Ne'er wifli a mother's tranfport fhall they glow, 
While playful children charm the ling'ring year. 

The various flow'rs in many a wreath they twine, 
To crown the altar on fome feflive day ; 
How fervent do they kifs each holy fhrine ! 
How thro' the columns ftreams the choral lay ! 

Let not Ambition mock with jeft profane, 
The life that woos Retreat's obfcureft made, 
Nor w( rldly Beaut , with a fneer difdain, 
The humble duties of the cloifter'd Maid. 
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The glift'ning eye, the half-feen bread of fnow, 
The coral lip, the blufh of Nature's bloom, 
Awaits alike th* inexorable foe, 
The paths of Pleafure lead but to the tomb. 

Perhaps in this drear manfion are conhVd 
Some bofom form'd to love, unfpoiFd by art; 
Charms that might foften the fevereil mind. 
And wake to extacy the coldeft heart. 

Full many a rrv'let wand'ring to the main, 
SequefterM pours its folitary ftream : 
Full many a lamp devoted to the fane, 
Sheds unregarded its nocturnal beam. 

Some uncrown'd Margaret, loit'ring in her cell, 
By Nature form'd bright GloryVcourfe to run ; 
Here fome inglorious Mount a ou may dwell, 
Some Edith a *, iinconfcious of a fon. 

* Mr. Popi's Mother. 
D$ 
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From Flatt'ry's lip to drink the fweets of praife y 
In confcious charms with rivals ftill to vie : 
In circles to attract the partial gaze, 
And view their beauty in th' admirer's eye, 

Their lot forbids : nor does alone remove 
The third of praife, but e'en their crimes reftrain t 
Forbids thro' Folly's labyrinth to rove, 
And yield to Vanity the flowing rein. 

To rear 'mid Hymen's joys domeflic flrife, 
Or feek that converfe which they ought to fhun ; 
To loofe the (acred ties of nuptial life, 
And give to many what they vow'd to one. 

What tho' they're fprinkled with etherial dew ! 
With blooming wreaths by hands of Seraphs crown'd I 
Tho' Heav'n's unfading fpiendors burft to view. 
And harps celeftial to their ear refound ! 
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Still Recolle&ion prompts the frequent figh, 
The chearful fcenes of vounger davs arife ; 
Still to their native home their wifhes fly, 
Affection's ftream ftill gufhes from their eyes : 

For who entranc'd in vifions from above, 
The thought of kindred razes from the mind ? 
Feels in the foul no warm returning love, 
For fome endear'd companion left behind ? 

Their joy-encircled hearth as th.y fcrfook, 
From fome fond breaft relu&ant they withdrew; 
As from the deck they fent a farewell look, 
Fair Albion funk for ever from their view. 

For thee who mindful of th' encloifter'd train, 
Doft in thefc lines their mournful tale relate, 
If by Companion guided to this fane, 
Some kindred fpirit fhatl enquire thy fate : 

D4 
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Haply fome matron -veftal may reply, 
" Oft have we heard him, when Light's lingering ray 
" Scarce mark'd its paflage thro' the dark'ning fky, 
** At yonder- altar join the vefper-lay. 

" Where haplefs Adaleida fought repofe, 
M Oft at yon grave wou'd he her fate condole ! 
" And in his breaft as fcenes of grief arofe, 
i4 He faw afcending flow her fpotlefs foul s 

Peace ft w; Edwasd'j heart , the vifionfaid t 
Ah ! not unfeen thoujhed'fl that grateful tear f 
J wait at night to catch thy wonted tread. 
And thank thy faithful love that furrows here. 

" One eve I mifs-d him at the hour divine; 
•* Along that ifle, and in the facrilty : 
" Another came, not yet befide the fhrine, 
" Not at the font, nor in the church was he ; 
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•* The next we heard the bell of Death intone, 
•' And to his grave we mov'd, a mournful band; 
44 Approach and read, on this fepulchral ftone, 
** Thefe lines, engrav'd by Friendship's holy band : 
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EPITAPH. 

Paufe o'er the Youth — nor grudge the (hort delay 
Full foon his little hiftory is told— 
He gave to Solitude the penfive day, 
And Pity fram'd his bofom of her mould. 
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T HE 

DESERTER. 

B y others bleft with genius' rays 

Let noble acts be told, 
While I, content with humbler praife, 
A Ample tale unfold : 

The Spaniard left the hoftile plain, 

To feek his native land, 
Beneath the fails that fwept the main, 

Cabeysa join'd the band : 

Who, as he met his country's foes 

Within the field of Fame, 
Above his rank obfeure arofe, 

And grae'd his humble name : 
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Yet not the early wreath of Fame 

With haughtinefs was twin'd : 
Nor pride nor ficklenefs could claim 

The empire of his mind : 

The lowly hut, beneath whofe roof 

He figh'd a fad adieu, 
Rcceiv'd him (time and diftance-proof) 

To Love and Laura true: 



This hamlet-fair, by Fortune fcorn'd, 
Seem'd Nature's fav'rite child, 

With hand profufe by her adorn 'd 
—The flowret of the wild ! 



Her neat but homely garments $>refs'd 
The pure, the feeling heart, 

Oft fought in vain behind the veft 
Of decorated art ; 



44 THE DESERTER* 

" If Glaring all thy cares ((he faid) 
" Has paled my beauty's rofe, 

•' Ah ! know, for thee the heart that bled, 
4i With all its paffion glows : 

* Bled moment, to my wifh that gives 

" The long long abfent youth ! 
" He lives — th* endear'd C a beys a lives, 
" And Love confirms the truth. 

" When thy brave comrades fell around t 
** What PowVs benignant care 

" Secur'd thee from the fetal wound, 
" And Laura from defpair? 

** Oft in the troubling dream of night 

" I faw the ruftiing fpear ; 
" Nor did the Morn's awak'ning light 

" Difpel the ling'ring fear." 
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44 Thy tender fears (the youth replied) 

44 Ah give them to the air ! 
44 To happinefs we're now allied, 

44 And pleafure be our care : 

44 Let us purfue the joy begun, 

" Nor iofe by dull delay : 
44 Say, Laura, (hall to-morrow's fun 

" Illume our nuptial day?" 

With look declin'd fhe blufh'd confent— 

Referve that takes alarm, 
And Love and Joy their influence lent 

To raife meek Beauty's charm. 

The guefts, to hail the wedded pair, 

Beneath their roof repair'd ; 
With them the little feaft to fhare 

Their fcanty purfe prepar'd : 
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Tho* no delicious wines were pour'd, 
Mirth took his deftin'd place, 

The handmaid Neatnefs fpread the board, 
And fage Content faid grace. 

Scarce thro' one hafty week had Love 

His grateful bleffings fhed, 
When biifs (as flies the frighted dove) 

Their humble manfion fled : 



"Twas atBELLONA's voice it flew, 

That calPd to War's alarms : 
Bad the youth rife, to valor true; 

And break from Laura's arms: 

But flie ftill ftrain'd him to her heart, 

To lengthen the adieu : 
" Ah what, (die faid) fhould'fl thou depart, 

" Shall I and Sorrow doi. 
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44 Say, valiant youth, when thou'rt away 
44 Who'll raife my drooping head ? 

44 How fhali I chafe the fears that fay 
" Thv lov'd Cabkysa's dead? 



44 With thine my fete I now involve, 
" Intent thy courfe to fleer ; 

44 No words fhall (hake my firm refolve, 
" Not e'en that trickling tear." 

** FranVd for each fcene of foft delight, 
u (He faid) thy gentle form, 

" As fhrinks the lily at the blight, 
" Will droop beneath the florm." 

44 Blcfl in thy prefence ! ev*ry pain 

" (She added) brings its charm, 
44 And Love, tho* lulls the beating rain f 
44 Will keep thib bofom warm." 



I THE DESERTER* 

E'en as the wall- flow V rears its head, 
'Mid ruins, wrecks, and tombs, 

So 'mid the woes around that fpread, 
True Love unconquer'd blooms. 

Her zeal (the fupplement of ftrength) 

Upheld her many a day, 
But Nature's pow'rs fubdued at length, 

On Sicknefs' couch me lay : 

Three painful days unfeen fhe lay 

Of him fhe held fo dear: 
" Ah ! does he thus my love repay ?" 

She faid— and dropt a tear: 

" Cabeysa, at a league's remove," 
" Dwells on the tent- fpread hill: 

u Ah ! wherefore did he vow true love, 
" And not that vow fulfil?" 
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Yet not deficiency of truth 

Forbad to yield relief, 
Stern pow'r with-held the tender youth f 

And duty to his chief; 

Who, wifely counfel'd, drew a line 

To check the hand of Stealth, 
That ravag'd wide th' encircling vine, 

The humble peafant's wealth : 

To pafs the line, it was ordain'd, 

Whoever fhould pre fume, 
Should a Deferter be arraign'd, 

And meet the coward's doom. 



This law, by Equity approvM, 

And to the peafant dear, 
Soon to the brave C a beys a pro v VI 

Definitively feverc : 
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Now Laura's image haunts his foul, 
In Woe's dark tints array'd : 

While to his breaft Companion dole, 
And all her claims difplay'd : 

" For me her native home, (he faid) 
" For me each weeping friend, 

" For me a Father's arms fhe fled— 
" And (hall not Love attend ? 



11 Say for a chofen lover's fake, 
" What more cou'd woman do ? 

" And now that Health and Peace forfeke, 
" Shall I forfake her too ? 

il Now ftretch'd upon the naked ground, 
u Opprefs'd with pain and fear, 

" She calls a languid eye around, 
** Nor fees Cabeysa near: 
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u Now, now fhe weeps at my delay, 

w And (hall negle& be mine ? 
** Submit, ye fears, to Pity's fway :" 

He fpoke— and crofs'd the line. 

Soon at his fight the fair refum'd 

Each captivating grace : 
On her pale cheek the rofe re-bloom'd, 

And fmiles illum'd her face. 



Yet to that cheek return 'd in vain 
Bright Health's vermilion dye, 

For bitter tears that cheek fhall (lain, 
And dim her brilliant eye : 

The youth returning thro* the gloom, 
At Midnight's fecret hour, 

Was feiz'd — and to Difhononr's tomb 
Doom'd by the martial pow'r. 
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To meet his fate at wake of day 

(Love's viftim) he was led : 
No weaknefs did his cheek betray, 

While to the chief he faid, 

" If in the battle death I've dar'd, 

€i In all its horror dreft, 
" Think not this fcene, by thee preparM, 

" Sheds terror on my breaft : 

r 

" Yet then at Lauia's haplefs fate, 
' ** My fortitude impairs, 
" Unman n'd I fink beneath the weight 
" Of her oppreflive cares : 

" Ah ! when her grief- torn heart fhall bleed, 

" Some l'ttle folace grant, 
" Oh ! guard her in the hour of need 

" From the rude hand of Want !" 
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^Now, kneeling on the fetal fpot, 

He twin'd the dark'ning band : 
The twelve, who drew th* unwelcome lot, 

Reluctant took their ftand : 



And now the murm'ring throng grew dumb, 

'Twas filence all— -fave where, 
At intervals, the fullen drum 

Struck horror on the ear : 



Now, with their death-fraught tubes up-rear'd, 

The deftin'd twelve were feen— 
And now th* explofion dire was heard 

That clos'd Cabeysa's fcene. 



Another fcene remain'd behind 

For Laura to fupply— 
She comes ! mark how her tortur'd mind 

Speaks thro' th' exprefiive eye : 
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44 Forbear— will ye in blood ((he (aid) 
44 Your cruel hands imbrue ? 

u On me, on me your vengeance fhed, 
44 To me alone 'tis due : 



44 Relent—and to thefe arms again 
44 The valiant youth reftore. 

41 I rave — already on the plain 
44 He welters in his gore.'* 

Advancing now, fhe pierc'd the crowd, 

And reach'd the fatal place, 
Where, lifting from the corfe the fhroud, 

No femblance could (lie trace. 



14 Is this— oh blading view ! (fhe cried) 
44 The youth who lov'd too well ? 

44 His love for me the law defied, 
44 And for that love he fell ! 
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** When will the grave this form receive ? — 

44 Prepare the mutual tomb ; 
** There, only there, I'll ceafe to grieve, 

" There ceafe to curfe my doom.' 



» 



Now, conquered by Affection's force, 
Which broke her heart in twain. 

She funk upon the bleeding corfe, 
And never rofe again. 



*%>& 
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Incipe, parvt p*cr 9 rifu cogmfcerc matron* 

i k Fair, for whom the hands of Hymen weave 
"he nuptial wreath to deck your virgin brow, 
Mile plead ng pains the confcious bofom heave,, 
ind on the kindling cheek the blufhes glow ; 

Whofe fpotlefs foul contains the better dow'r, 
Vhofe life unftain'd full many virtues vouch, 
or whom now Venus frames the fragrant bow'r> 
t nd fcatters rofes o'er the deftin'd couch : 

To you I fing. — Ah ! ere the raptur'd youth 
/ith trembling hand removes the jealous veil, 
/liere, long regardlefs of the vows of truth, 
nfocial coynefs ftamp'd th' ungrateful feal : 
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Allow the poet round your flowing hair, 
Cull'd from an humble vale, a wreath to twine, 
To Beauty's altar with the Loves repair, 
And wake the lute befide that living fhrine : 

That facred fhrine ! where female virtue glows, 
To which retreat the warm affe&ions fly ; 
Where Love is born, where flrong attachment grows, 
Where frames pure Conftancy the faithful tye. 

That fhrine ! where Nature with prefaging aim, 
What time her friendly aid Lucina brings, 
The fnowy nedar pours, delightful ftream ! 
Where flutt'ring Cupids dip their purple wings: 

For you who' bear a Mother's facred name, 
Whofe cradled offspring, in lamenting drain, 
With artiefs eloquence aflerts his claim, 
The boon of Nature, but aflerts in vain: 



5* I L LATTE. 

Say why, illuftrious daughters of the Great, 
Lives not the nurfling at your tender bread? 
By you protected in his frail eftate ? 
By you attended, and by you carefs'd ? 

To venal hands, alas ! can you rcfign 
The Parent's tafk, the Mother's pleafing care ? 
To venal hands the fnriling babe confign ? 
While Hymen ftarts, and Nature drops a tear. 

When /mid the polifh'd circlexye rejoice, 
Or roving join fantaftic Pleafure's train, 
Unheard perchance the nurfling lifts his voice, 
His tears unnotie'd, and unfooth'd his pain. 

Ah ! what avails the coral crown'd with gold? 
In heedlefs infancy the title vain ? 
The colours gay the purfled fcarfs unfold ? 
The fplendid nurs'ry, and tb' attendant train ? 
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Far better hadft thou firft beheld the light 
Beneath the rafter of fome roof obfcure ; 
There in a Mother's eye to read delight, 
And in her cradling arm repofe fecure. ■■■ 

Nor wonder, fhould Hyoeia, blifsful Queen ! 
Her wonted falutary gifts recall, 
While haggard Pain applies his dagger keen, 
And o'er the cradle Death unfolds his pall. 

The flow'ret ravifh'd from its native air, 
And bid to flourifh in a foreign vale, 
Does it not oft elude the planter's care, 
-And breathe its dying odors on the gale ? 

For you, ye plighted fair, when Hymen crowns 
With tender offspring your unfhaken love, 
Behold them not with Rigor's chilling frowns, '- 
Nor from your fight unfeelingly remove. 
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Unfway'd by Fafhion's dull unfeemly jeft, 
Still to the bofom let your infant cling, 
There banquet oft, an ever-welcome gueft, 
Unblam'd inebriate at that healthful fpring. 

With fond folicitude each pain afTuage, 
Explain the look, awake the ready (mile ; 
Unfeign'd attachment fo (hall you engage, 
To crown with gratitude maternal toil : 

So ih all your daughters, in Affliction's day, 
When o'er your form the gloom of age (hall fpread, 
With lenient converfe chafe the hours away, 
And fmooth with Duty's hand the widow'd bed : 

Approach, companionate, the voice of Grief, 
And whifper patience to the clofing ear ; 
From Comfort's chalice minifler relief, 
And in the potion drop a filial tear. 
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So fhall your fons, when beauty's charms are fled, 
When fades the languid luftre in your eye ; 
When Flattery fhuns her Hybla-drops to fhed, 
The want of beauty, and of praife, fupply : 

E'en from the wreath that decks the warrior's brow,' 
Some chofen leaves your peaceful walks fhall iirew : 
And e'en the flow'rs on ciaffic ground that blow, 
Shall all unfold their choiceft fweets for you. 

When to th' embattled holt the trumpet blows, 
While at the call fair Albion's gallant train 
Dare to the field their triple- number'd foes, 
And chafe them fpeeding o'er the martial plain: 

i 

The mother kindles at the glorious thought, 
And to her fon's renown adjoins her name ; 
For at the nurt'ring breaft the Hero caught 
The lave of Virtue, and the love of Fame, 
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Or in the fenate, when Britannia's caufe 
With gen'rous themes infpires the glowing mind, 
While lift'ning Freedom grateful looks applaufe, 
Pale Slav'ry drops her chain, and fculks behind : 

With confcious joy the tender parent fraught, 
Still to her fon's renown adjoins her name ; 
For at the nurt'ring bread the Patriot caught 
The love of Virtue, and the love of Fame : 

Yet then, afcending dill with bolder view, 
Should the bled youth to heav'nly gifts afpire, 
While with keen eye he pierces nature through, 
And his pfoud bofom owns a Mufe of fire : 

The Mother yields to Glory's foaring thought, 
And darts of thrilling tranfport touch her frame ; 
For at the nurt'ring bread the Poet caught 
The love of Virtue, and the love of Fame. 
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MATILDA. 

Ou font let entrailles, les cris, les emotions puiflTantes dc la 
Nature ? —C'eft dans Tame brulantc et paflionnee 

des Meres* 

EJaifitr Its Femmeu 

Outrageous did tlie loud wind blow 

Acrofs the founding main : 
The veflel toffing to and fro, 

Could fcarce the ftorm fuftain. 



Matilda to her fearful bread 
Held clofe her infant dear; 

His prefence all her fears increas'd, 
And wak'd the tender tear. 



■j 
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Now nearer to the grateful (hore 
The fhatter'd veflel drew : 

The daring waves now ceas'd to roar, 
Now fhout th' exalting crew. 

Matilda, with a Mother's joy, 
Gave thanks to Heaven's pow'r: 

How fervent ihe embrac'd her boy ! 
How bleft the faving hour ! 



Oh 1 much deceiv'd and haplefs fair, 
Tho' ceas'd the waves to roar, 

Thou, from that fetal moment, ne'er 
Didfl tafte of pleafure more : 



For, ftepping forth from off the deck, 
To reach the welcome ground, 

The Babe, unclafping from her neck, 
Plung'd in the gulph profound. 
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Amazement-chain'd ! her haggard eye 

Gave not a tear to flow, 
JEier bofom heav'd no confcious figh, 

She flood a fculpturM woe. 

"To fnatchthe child from inftant death,- 
Some brav'd the threat'ning main, 

And to recall his fleeting breath 
Try'd evYy art in vaiu. 

But when the corfe firft met her view, 
Stretch'd on the pebbly ftrand, 

RousM from her ecftacy (lie flew, 
And pierc'd th' oppofing band. 

With trefles difcompos'd and rude, 
Fell proftrate on the ground, 

To th* infant's lips her lips flie glew'd, 
And Sorrow burft its bound. 



1* A TILDA. 

Now throwing round a troubled glance, 
With Madnefs* ray inflam'd, 

And, breaking from her filent trance, 
She wildly thus exclaim'ds 

44 Heard ye the helplefs infant fcream? 

44 Saw ye the mother bold ? 
* How, as (he flung him in the dream, 

" The billows o'er him roll'd ? 



" But foft, awhile— —feel there he lies, 

" Embalm'd in infant fleep : 
" Why fall the dew-drops from your eyes f 

" What caufe is here to weep ? 



" Yes, yes— his little life is fled, 
" His heavelefs breaft is colds 

** What tears will not thy Mother fheb^ 
44 When thy fad tale is told ! 
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** Ah me ! that check of livid hue— 

" That brow— that auburn hair— 
•*' Thofe lips where late the rofes blew, 

" All, all my Son declare. 

" Strange thrilling horrors chill each vein— 

u A voice in accents wild 
u Thunders to this diftra£ted brain, 

" Matilda flew her child !" 



She added not— but funk opprefs'd— 
Death on her eye-lids flole 

While from her grief-diftra&ed breaft 
She figh'd her tortur'd foul. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Christiern the Second, king of Denmark, offered 

to appear in perfon at Stockholm, to frame a treaty of 

peace, provided Gustavus Vasa remained ahoftage 

on board the Danifli fleet. The king having by 

this ftratagem fecured the illuftrious Swede, forcibly 

carried him away to Denmark, where he was impri- 

lbned for a confiderable time. Gustavus at length 

found means of efcaping from his confinement ; and 

travelling through Sweden in difguife, was received by 

Suverdsio, a poor country curate, who, at the ha- 

zard of his life, concealed him in the parifh church, 

and informed him of every thing that had happened 

in Sweden during his abfence, particularly of the maf- 

facre of the fenate at Stockholm, in which the father 

of Gustavus was included* 
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SWEDISH CURATE, 

Jje neath the friendly veil that midnight fpread, 
<justavus to the patriot Prieft was led, 
.An humble, plain, difinterefted man. 
Who rearM his ufeful life on Virtue's plan : 
Pleas'd to behold, entrufled to his care, 
The hopes of Sweden, and fair Freedom's heir ; 
Left hoflile fteps fhould their abode invade, 
He to Religion's dome the Chief convey'd : 
There unreftrain'd he gladly own'd his gueft, 
And yielded to the zeal that fir'd his bread. 

*' Beneath yon hallow'd lamp's refplendent light, 
u Which glows a brilliant on the breaft of Night, 

*4 
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*' Let me thy long- loft image now furvey, 

u And grateful homage to Gust a v us pay: 

" Opprefs'd, overthrown at Christiern's dire dec 

u Unhappy Sweden flili looks up to thee." 

" Doft thou with honeft and indignant zeal, 
The Hero anfwer'd, ** fpeak of Sweden's weal \ 
'• Lament the ills the Danifh hands achieve I 
u Or doft thou flatter only to deceive ? 

* ^hen be it fo— call forth thy murd'ring train,. 
" And furomon to my bier the cruel Dane ; 

* Thus to Preferment's fummit fhalt thou rife, 
M And catch the hov'ring mitre for thy prize.' 



>» 



•* Misjudging Youth V 9 the facred Seer replied, 
" Supprefs th* injurious doubt, and ftili confide i 
•• Tho' indigent I ftand ! yet far above 
14 The hov'ring mitre is my country's love : 
44 Let others to the gilded crofs afpire, 
'* And from the crozier catch Ambition's fire, 
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41 And as they bafk in Leo's foft'ring ray, 
44 Their wealth, their pride, their pageantry difplay : 

* Let me,, by grandeur undifrurb'd, unfeen, 

44 Content infpher'd in Duty's humbler fcene, 

u Sequefter'd lead my unafpiring days, 

u And quench at Virtue's fount the thirfl of praife % 

c * Be mine to dwell amidfl the village fwains, 

c * Survey their pleafures, and partake their pains,, 

C4 Still to their wants unfold my little ftore, 

•• And place Contentment at the cottage-door.- 

** Ah ! deem me then no longer Falfhood's foxi r 

44 (By fome difhoneft meed's allurement won) 

44 Prompt to furprife thee with ignoble art^ 

44 And thro' thy bofom pierce my country's heart. 

44 Avert it, Heav'n !— Shall on this hallow'd ground* 

* Where all Religion's terrors breathe around, 
44 Say, fhall Venality, with artful mien, 

44 Dare to profane this venerable fcene ? 

44 —Yon diftant altar, drefs'd in fimple guife, 

a Which feems from out th* encircling tombs to rife* 
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" From whofe dread bafc at each returning day,. 
** While o'er the world ten luftres roll'd away, 
** I've fent to Heav'n, upon the wings of pray'iy 
** The hamlet's homage and the hamlet's care, 
14 Shall ne'er behold me tott'ring o'er my grave, 
** Falfe to my country, treach'rous to the brave." 

The Chief, convinced, replies—** Oh ! virtuous Seer r 
14 Thy firm intrepid zeal I now revere : 
14 That honour-breathing voice, thofe filver hairs, 
** That candid brow, engrav'd with Wifdom's cares, 
14 All ftrike my foul with Truth's linclouded ray, 
r * Before whofe warmth Sufpicion melts away," 

** Thrice happy hour I" th' exulting Paftor faid r 

* Let injur'd Sweden raife her drooping head, 
14 For lo ! her godlike Hero comes to fave 
14 Her laws, her rights, her freedom from the grave. 
'* — Urg'd in thy abfence by intruding fears, 

* We thought thee dead, and bath'd that thought in tears* 
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* My death/* the Chief return'd, u the Dane decreed, 
** But fear, the tyrant's curfe, forbade the deed: 
** Yet then the monarch fpread his treach'rous fiuls, 
* 4 And by the favor of confpiring gales t 
** Convey 'd me on his rapid bark away, 
4 * To his intrufted faith an helplefs prey : 
€t Canft thou conceive the pangs that flung my bread, 
** I who to Fame my ardent vows addrefs'd, 
M When for th' unblemifh'd luftre of renown, 
u That plays encircling on young Valour's crown,. 
** Condemn'd by Fortune's inaufpicious doom, 
44 Thefe eyes were blafted with a prifon's gloom I 
" In ev'ry plan, in all my wifhes crofs'd,- 
•* Thefe arms, my zeal, my youth to Sweden loft.-' 
u But Heav'n, that watches with paternal care 
* The blameiefs fufPrer, rais'd me from defpauv 
«* Gave to my longing hopes the welcome hour, 
u Decreed to foatch mefrpm the Danifh pow'rr 
" Yet then new Sorrows did my path purfue, 
" In fcenes prefented to my moutttfoA V\w \ 



7 f THE SWEDISH CURATfi. 

44 Still as I wander'd o'er my native land, 

44 I mark'd the ravage of a tyrant's hand ; 

44 Rich Induftry had fled the naked plains, 

44 To Slav'ry's banners march'd th' unwilling fwains » 

44 Each lofty feat that crown'd the mountain's brow, 

44 And frown'd defiance on th' invading foe, 

44 Spoil'd of its honours, defolate, difgrac'd, 

44 Its turrets fall'n, its battlements defac'd 1 

44 Seem'd to the penfive traveller to fay, 

44 Behold the dire effect of lawle/s fioay ! 

44 The dreary fceue unequal to fuftain, 

44 I figh'd— -and languiih'd for my chains again : 

44 Yet other ills, perchance, I've Hill to know, 

44 Perchance Gustavus feels but half his woe. 

* « Averfe to walk beneath the eye of day, 

44 Oft thro' the night I urg'd my lonely way ; 

44 Where'er I went my name I Hill fupprefs'd, 

44 And lock'd each bold enquiry in my bread." 
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The Prieft renew'd, " Heart-wounded I unveil, 
1 Replete with Sweden's woes, the coverM tale : 
8 The barb'rous fcene now rip'ning into fate, 

I The Danifh King unbared Deftru&ion's gate *« 
* Stern Tyranny thro* trembling Stockholm bore 
u Her tort'ring wheel, and axes ftainM with gore* 

II While at her fide a captive train appear'd— 
" Illuftrious train ! by Liberty rever'd *. 

44 Still as they pafs'd, they heard around them rife 
u The people's loud laments and piercing cries « 
fi Thefe eyes beheld (and do I live to tell ?) 
fi How firm to Truth thefe patriot martyrs fell. 
u Firft on the fcafFold, proud to lead the way 
** To honoured death from ignominious day, 
'< Appear'aWAh ! let me not that fcene difclofe, 
01 And pour upon thy foul a flood of woes: 
u Here will I paufe— yet wherefore thus conceal 
40 What babbling Fame will foon to thee reveal I 

• Alluding to the maflacre of the fenate at Stockholm. 
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-* 4 Oh ! fummon all thy fortitude of heart,' 
u For I muff wound it in the tend'reft part : . 
•* He on the tragic {bene who firfl appear'd, 
" To meet the bloody axe that Christiern reared, 
u Unblam'd through life, a venerable Seer, 
M For whom now gufhes this unbidden tear, 
M Who Virtue's fteep afcent unrivall'd won, 
u Rever'd, regretted, call'd Gustavus fon V 9 

Th' aftonifh'd Hero, at his words opprefs'd, 
*j(Like Sorrow's image (lands with voice fupprefs'd^ 
* The Prieftv unequal to difpenfe relief, 
Stood at his fide, enwrapp'd in filent grief. 
—Now breaking from the chains Affliction fram'd, 
And burfting into voice, the Youth exclaim'd : 
" Oh injur'd fpirit of my Father, hear! 
a By yon dread altar, and thefe fhrines, I fwear, 
u The bafe inhuman Dane the day (hall rue 
" He dar'd the fcaffold with thy blood imbrue: 
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1 A monitor within, to which 1 yield, 
1 Stirs, and impels me to th' avenging field." • 
le {aid— a deeper darknefs feem'd to reign, 
V hollow wind ran murm'ring thro' the fane, 
(Vhen lo ! afcending from the realms of Night, 
Vn awe-commanding fpe&re rufh'd to fight : 
Vround his temples feem'd the civic wreath, 
Vnd thus prophetic fpoke the Son of Death: 
1 Arife to vindicate the facred laws, 
1 Revenge thy father's and thy country's caufe*: 
1 Arife ! to Mora's diflant field repair, 
1 Where Freedom's banners catch the playful air % 
4 Beneath whofe fhade for thee impatient ftand, 

* Prepared to combat, an intrepid band : 

* But whether in the bold enfanguin'd ftrife 

* Thou {halt or forfeit or prolong thy life — 

' Thy foes fhall fall — This to thy knowledge givfy 

* The reft lies buried in the breaft of Heav'n : 

c Still let my wrongs fupport thee in the fight" — * 

3e ceas'd— and inftant vanifh'd into night. 
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The Pallor fpoke— " Go forth, illuftrious Chief, 
At Heav'h's commandment, to the realm's relief: 
Yet then indulge me in this bold requeft, 
; Say, is each meaner thought fubdu'd to reft ? 
* Say, in this folemn and important hour, 
M Glows not thy bofom with the luft of pow'r ?** 

u Not all the radiant fun -beams of renown, 
M Nor yet the dazzling luftre of a crown, 
u Shall e'er," the Youth replies, " this heart control 
♦«* — My country's love poflefles all my fouL 
" E'en as the bird that from its allies fprings, 
M And foais aloft upon exulting wings, 
M So does my country's love its birth aflume, 
M And mount 'triumphant from the paffions* tomb. 
4i But fhould I view, unnumber'd with the flain, 
M 'Tis all I alk, fair Freedom's future reign, 
44 Then from my gratitude thy voice (hall claim 
M All that thy want or fondeft wifh can frame." 
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l< No fplendid gifts," the virtuoug man rejoin'd, 
Cave pow'r to move the duty- centered mind : 

t i .1 ... i i r 
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Vet would thy gratitude my love fecure, 
Then be, Oh Chief ! a father to the poor : — 
Jlluftrious offspring of an honour'd race, 
-^Vllow my warm attachment this embrace." 
*~*^ fpoke — and, with a love devoid of art, 
^■^ prefs'd Gustavus to his feeling heart. 
"^ ow, breaking from the Youth's encircling arm*, 
^efign'd him to his fate and War's alarms : 
* hen to the facred altar he repair'd, 
And thus aloud his ardent vows preferr'd : 
11 Oh Thou that liv'ft enfhrin'd from mortal eye, 
w Look down indulgent from thy facred fky, 
u * See the bold Youth to valor's impulfe yield, 
" See, fee him hafl'ning to th' embattled field ! 
c< — On Freedom's brow be his the wreath to twine ! 
u To fee that happy glorious day be mine !" 
He added not— Heav'n granted half his pray'r, 
The reft was fcatter'd to th* abortive air. 
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Scarce had the Chief commenc'd his bold career, 
When flept the Curate on the peaceful bier : 
There heav'd the village fwain the figh profound, 
There flood the grateful poor lamenting round. 
Thus mourn'd, thus honour'd, fell the hallow 'd fage, 
A bright example to each future age ! * 
The hamlet, jealous of her Paftor's fame, 
Adorn'd her fimple annals with his name. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Arabert, a young ecclefiaftifc, retired to the convent 
of La Trappe, in obedience to a vow he had taken 
during a fit of illnefs : Leonora, with whom he had 
lived in the ftri&eft intimacy, followed her lover, and 
by the means of a difguife, obtained admiflion into the 
monaltery, where a few days after flie aflifted at her lo- 
ver's jfuneraU 
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Ku Leonora, by Affliction led, 

Sought the dread dome where deep the hallow'd dead 

The folemti edifice was wrapt around 

In midnight darknefs, and in peace profound : 

A folitary lamp, with languid light, 

ServM not to chafe, but to difclofe the night;. 

Serv'd to difclofe (the fource of all her pains) 

The tomb that gap'd for Arabert's remains : 

To this, fhe fent the deep, the frequent figh, 

And fpoke— the warm tear rufhing from her eye. 

* Doom'd to receive all that my foul holds dear, 
' Give him that reft his heart refusM him here : 
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* Oh ! fcreen him from the pain the tender know, 

* The train of forrows that from paffion flow ! 

• And to his happier envied ftate adjoin, 

# (Or all is vain) an ignorance of mine.' 

As thus (he mourn'd, an aged prieft drew near, 
(Whofe pure life glided as the riV'let clear) 
The virtuous Awszlm.— Tho' in cloifters bred, 
Still bright-ey 'd Wifdom to his cell he led : 
From paths of fophhtry he lov'd to ftray, 
To tread the walk where Nature led the way. 
The Prior's rank he long had held appro v'd, 
Efteem'd, rever'd, and as a parent lov'd : 
Unfkilful injthe jargon of the fchools, 
He knew Humanity's diviner rules; 
To others gentle, to himfeif fevere, 
On Sorrow's wound he dropt the healing tear. 
In all the negligence of grief, he found 
The fair extended on the naked ground. 
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* ouch'd at her woe, the facred Father faid, 
"Well may'ft thou droop if Happinefs be fled : 

Sure, if at holy A* a b e r t's deceafe, 

Impetuous forrows rulh upon thy peace, 

Some much-lov'd friend in him you muft deplore, 

* Or, dearer ftitt-, a brother is no more : 

* Yet, as thro* life our weary fteps we bend, 
€ Let us not fink when beating ftorms defcend : 

* Still let Religion hold unrivaPd fway, 

4 And Patience walk companion of our way, 

* Ah, lofe not fight of that delightful more, 

4 Whofe blifsful bow'rs (hall friends to friends reftore ! 
i Tho' here Misfortune comes to blaft our will, 
' The Heav'ns are juft, and God a Father ftiUV 

1 Bleft be the voice/ the rifing mourner faid, 

* That bids Affliction raife her drooping head : 

* That bids me hope (beyond e'en Death's domain) 
« Thefe eyes {hall banquet on my love again* 

o 4 
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* Ah, ftart not, Anselm— for, to truth allied,' 

* Impiety now throws her mafk afide : 

* No holy Monk, by Contemplation led 

* To thefe fequefter'd manfions of the dead ; 

* No Youth devoted to Religion's pow'r, 

4 Implores thy pity at this awful hour. — — 

* The guilty fecret I'll at length unfold — 

* In me— (forgive !) a woman you behold. 

4 —Ah, fly me not ! let Mercy now prevail, 
4 And deign to mark jny fad difaft'rous tale. 

4 Known to Misfortune from my tender yean, 
4 My parents' allies drank my early tears ; 
4 A barb'rous uncle, to each vice allied, 

* The office of a parent ill fupplied : 
4 Of my entire inheritance pofleft'd, 

4 By lucre prompted, and by fortune bleft, 

4 He pafs'd the ocean never to return, 

4 And left me weeping o'er my parents' urn : 



MONK OF LA TRAPPI. 
€ Then Ar abert, the gen'rous ftranger, came, 

* To foothe my forrows, and relieve my fhame : 
4 Beneath his tender care my woes decreas'd, 

* More than Religion's, he was Pity's pried : 
1 To reach his bounty my affection drove* 

* Till gratitude was heightened into love : 

* Nor he at length refus'd the lover's part, 
' The pity that adorn'd, betray'd his heart. 
4 How ardently he wifh'd the nuptial rite 

* In holy wedlock might our hands unite L 

* But flern Religion at our vows exclaim'd, 

4 And tore the bands that Love and Nature fram'd : 
4 For then devoted to her hallow'd fhrine, 

* His country's laws forbade him to be mine. 

* Tho' from my mind each,flatt'ring thought retir'd, 

' . -• ' 

* And in my bofom H^ope and Peace expired j 

* Yet on their ruins Love triumphant rofe : 

4 Enough— fhame o'er the reft a mantle throws : 

* At length Remorfe effac'd the guilty fcene, 
« And to his bread apply'd her dagger keen ; 
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Reftrain'd in full career the erring youth, 
And led him back to Innocence and Truth : 
'Twas then he fled (divorc'd from Plcafure's chain) 
To woo Religion in this gloomy fane : 
Yet ere he fled, my blifs he fondly piann'd, 
And fcatterM riches with a lavifh hand : 
Ah, what to me availed the golden (lore ? 
The giver gone, the gift could charm no more. 



1 While in the gloom his tedious abfence caft, 
4 My former life in fancy I repafs'd, 

* Repentance gain'd admiflion to my bread, 

* Nor did it enter an unwelcome gueft : 

* For ne'er to Pleafure I difmhVd the rein 

1 Free and unconfcious of Reflection's pain ; 

* If haplefs Leonoia lov*d too well, 

* Content, fair Virtue's friend* with Virtue fell : 

* But not my ftubborn foul could pray'r fubdue, 

* E'en grafted on remorfe my paflion grew ; 
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4 Too fatal pdEon— by its impulfe led, 

• In man's attire to this retreat I fled j 

€ Yet then, e'en then t baftiful Fear allied, 

• Still o'er my Love did Modefty prefide. 

• In thofe calm moments that precede the night, 

• When peaceful Nature wears a foften'd light, 

• I met the Youth within the folemn grove, 

• (His frequent walk) abforb'd in heav'nly love x 

• By warm occafion eagerly impeli'd, 

• A fudden fear my ready fleps withheld : 

4 While God and he employ the trembling fcene, 
4 'Twere facrilege, I cried, to rufh between : 
4 Still from that hour my wiflies I reftrain'd, 

• And in my breaft th' unwilling fecret chain'd ; 

« Unknown to him, yet half-content I grew, ' 

9 So that his fonn might daily charm my view. 
4 But. new Affliltion, with relentlefs hand, ' 

4 O'erthrew the prqjeft that my heart had planned ; * 

• Amid the horrors of the lonefome night, ' 
4 A ghaftly fpe&re ruflVd upon my (i&ht, ' 
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« And pour'd thefe accents on my trembling ear r 

4 Think not Impiety Jhall triumph here : 

1 Thy hopes are blafted— Death's tremendous hell 

1 Shall found, ere many hours, thy lover* s knell ; 

1 I ftarted from my couch, with fright imprefs'd, 

* Flew to the fane to calm my anxious breaft, 

* By love then prompted— yet by love difmay'd, 
' The peopled choir I tremblingly furvey'd ; . 

* Sill 'mid th* innumerous monaftic train, 

* Thefe eyes folicited his form in vain : 

* Nor in the field or penfive grove retir'd 

€ Could I difcover whom my heart requir'd : 
4 Then fure (I cried) at this unhappy hour 

* Does Anguifh o'er his cell diffufe its pow'r : 

* Shall Leonora not relieve his pain, 

* And with thefe arms his drooping head fuflain ? 

* Say, near the couch, when Death is ftalking round, 

* Shall not the fpoufe of his fond heart be found ? 

* Ah no— th* affection that fubdues me (till, 

' At that dread moment check'd my ardent will, 
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* Left rufhing on his fight I fliould controul 
4 The holy thoughts that hoyer'd o'er his foul. 

* This lowering morn difclos'd the fatal truth t 
4 Oh early loft— oh lov'd — oh haplefs youth*— 

* Fix'd to the column of the hallow'd porchf— 

* 'Twas fcarcely light— fome Fury lent her torch-** 

* I read— 

The pious Araaert'j no more, 
The peace the dead required/or him implore : 

* Let peace, let joy, (I faid) his fpirit join, 

* Nor joy nor peace muft e'er encircle mine. 

* Lamented Youth ! too tenderly allied, 

* In vain you fled me, and in vain you died ; 

* Still to your image, which this breaft inurns, 

* My conftant heart a lamp perpetual burns. 

' But thou, to whom as friend he did impart 
4 Each latent wiih and foible of the heart j 
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* For well I know, where Sorrow drops a tear, 
' Or Mifeiy complains, thou -ftill art near ; 

•* Ah fay, by love did my known image dreft, 

* Come to his mind thus welcome, thus cared ? 
( Or on his 4eul come milling undeuVd, 

4 The fatal fair, by female arts infpir'd, 

-* Who dimm'd the luftre of his radiant name, 

* And from his temples tore the flow'r of fame ; 

A Who thro* the winding maze of Pleasure's bow'r 
4 Allur'd (for beauty fuch as mine had pow'r) 
-* E'en to the dang'rous fleep— and caft him down 

* From high repute to grov'ling dhrenown ?— 
' Wretch that I am, to my diftrefsful (late 

* There wanted not th* addition of his hate: 

* For him I plung'd my artlefs youth in fhame, 

* Unlock'd referve, and facrific'd my fame : 

* Still, ftill I fear (unable to confide,) 

* Before my Arabert, the lover died : 

* This thought (to thee I'll own) fufpends my grief, 
While cold Indifference comes to my relief; 
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4 Say, virtuous Anselm, if this thought be vain, 

* And give, Oh give me all my grief again !* 

To her reply'd the pity-breathing feer, 

* Mark well my words, and lofe thy idle fear: 

* When on the couch of Death the victim lay, 

* Not in that moment was his friend away : 

* As at his fide I took my mournful ftand, 

* With feeble grafp he feiz'd my offer'd hand, 

* And thus began '.— " The fatal dart is fped, 

* Soon, foon fhall Arabert encreafe the dead: 
u 'Tis well— for what can added life beftow, 

4i But days returning ftill with added woe ? 
" Say, have I not fecluded from my fight 
•' The lovely objeft of my paft delight ? 
«* Ah, had I too dethron'd her from my mind, 
u When here the holy brotherhood I join'd, 
" Remorfe would not, encreafing my difeafe, 
** Prey on my foul, and rob it of its eafe : 
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li And yet I ftrove, unequal to the part, 
u Weak to perform the facrifice of heart ; 
** And now, e'en now, too feeble to controul, 
u I feel her clinging to my parting foul/' 

* He fpoke— r(my fympathetic bofom bled) 

* And to the realm? of Death his fpirit fled/ 

The fair rejoin'd : * Mifled by foul diftruft, 
' To him, whofe heart was mine, am I unjuft f 

* Ah, Arabert, th* unwilling fault forgive, 
4 Dead to th* alluring world, in thee I live : 

4 My thoughts, my deep regret, my forrows own, 
1 No view, no objeft ftill but thee alone : 

* At all the vengeance burfting from above, 

* Alarm'd, I weep, I fhudder, yet I love.' 

As thus fhe fpoke, the death-bell fmote her ear, 
While to the porch the fun'ral train drew near; 
Ah, Leon ore, in that tremendous hour, 
Didft thou not feel all Heav'n's avenging powV, 
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When moving thro* the ifle the choral band, 
And vefted priefts, with torches in their hand, 
Gave to thy view, unfortunately dear, 
Thy lover fleeping on th' untimely bier ? 

Collecting now at length her fcatter'd force, 
With trembling footfleps flie approach'd the corfe, 
And, while (lie check'd the conflict in her breaft, 
The wide-encircling throng (lie thus addrefs'd : 
4 Well may ye mark me with aftonifh'd eyes, 

* Audacious hypocrite in man's difguife ; 

« 

4 Who, urg'd by paffion, dar'd with (leps profane 

* Approach the hallow'd dome of Virtue's train : 

* Lead me, ah lead me, to the dungeon's gloom, 

* The rack prepare— I yield me to your doom : 

* Yet (lill (hould Pity in your breall abide, 

* And Pity fure to Virtue is allied, 

* To my diftrefs benign attention lend, 

* Your a&s of rigor for a while fufpend, 

* Till o'er this bier ('tis Nature's kind relief) 

' I've pour'd my plainte, axA ^\\ \^ \*ss> <&^>s^ 
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* Ah ! he was dearer to this bleeding heart, 
1 Far dearer than exprefliou can impart. 

' Thou who didft place us in this vale of tears, 

* Where Sorrow blafts the plant that Pleafure rears; 
1 If, as the tenets of our creed require, 

* Thy waken'd juftice breathe immortal ire ; 

* If Love, from whence e'en here misfortunes flow, 

* Beyond the grave is cure'd with endlefs woe : 

* Ah ! not on Arabert thy vengeance pour! 
4 On me, on me thy florm of anger fhow'r ! 

* For I ailur'd him far from Virtue's way, 

* And led his youthful innocence aflray : 

* Ah ! not in punifhment our fate conjoin, 

* He fhar'd the rapture, but the guilt was mine.' 

With trembling hand fhe now the veil withdrew, 
When lo, the well known features ftruck her view : 



« 'Tis ufual to bury the monks of La Trappe in their noonafUd 
habit, extended on a plank* 
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Abforpt in grief me caft a fond furvey— ~ 
At length her thoughts in murmurs broke away : 

* That eye —which (lied on mine voluptuous light, 

* Alas ! how funk in everlafting night ! 

4 See from thofe lips the living colour fled, 
4 Where Love refided, and where Pleafure fed ! 

* And where bright Eloquence had pour'd her ftore 

* Dumb Horror fits — and Wifdom is no more : 

* Yet ere the worm (fince this is doom'd its prey) 

* Shall deal the ling'ring likenefs quite away, 

* On that cold lip fure Leonore may dwell, 

* And, free from guilt, imprint the long farewel :* 
She adde,d not— but bending low her head, 

Three times the mourner kifs'd th* unconfeious dead. 

Now holy Avselm urg'd her to reftrain 
Her boundlefs grief, in rev'rence of the fane : 
She anfwer'd, darting from the fable bier, 

* Can I forget that Arabert was dear ? 

h % 
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* Can I, cold monitor ! at once uproot 

* Th' affections from my inmoft foul that fhoot ? 

* Can I forget, as deftitute I lay, 

* To ficknefs, grief, and penury a prey, 
' How eagerly he flew at Pity's call, 

' Put forth his hand, and rais'd me from my fall ? 

« All unfolicited he gave me wealth, 

' He gave me folace, and he gave me health : 

* And, dearer than the blifs thofe gifts impart, 

' He ftrain'd me to his breaft, and gave his heart : 

€ And fliall thefe hallow'd walls and awful fane 

' Reproach the voice that pours the praifeful {train ? 

€ Say, at the friend's, the guardian's, lover's tomb, 

' Can Sorrow fleep, and Gratitude be dumb ? 

' But I fubmit — and bend thus meekly low, 

' To kifs th' avenging hand that dealt the blow : 

* Refign'd I quit the lofing path I trod, 

* Fall'n is my idol — and I worftiip God.' 

She ceas'd— the choir intones the fun'ral fong, 
Which holy echoes plaintively prolong; 



MONK. OF LA TRAPPE. 
And now* the folemn organ, tun'd to woe, 
Pour'd the clear notes pathetically flow : 
Theie rites perform 'd— along th' extending fane 
She now attends the flow-proceeding train ; 
Who o'er the mournful cyprefs-fhaded way, 
To the expecting tomb the dead convey. 
See now the priefts the clofing act prepare, 
And to the darkfome vault commit their care : 
At this dread fcene, too feelingly diftrefs'd, 
She pour'd the laft effufions of her bread : 
' Come, guardian Seraph, from thy throne above, 

* And watch the tomb of my departed love !' 

She paus'd— then (o'er the yawning tomb reclin'd) 
In all the tendernefs of grief rejoin'd : 
' Oh Beauty's flow'r — Oh Pleafure ever new — 
' Oh Friendfhip, Love, and Conflancy, adieu ! 

* Ye virtues that adorn'd th' unhappy Youth, 
9 Affection, Pity, Confidence, and Truth, 

h 3 
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* The gen'rous thoughts that with the feeling dwell* 

* And fympathy of heart — farewell, farewell ! 

* Not all of Arabert this tomb contains, 

* All is not here while Leonore remains r 
f Methinks a voice e'en animates the clay, 
« And in low accents fummons me away : 

4 Haftey Leonore—/^ other J elf rejoin, 
4 And let thy glowing ajlies mix with mine. 
€ Ah, truft me, Arabert ! to fhare thy doom, 

* Prepar'd, refolv'd, I'll meet thee in the tomb : 

* Forbear, Oh Heav'n, in pity to thefe tears, 

* To curfe my forrow with a length of years ! 

4 When this grief-drooping form fhall prefs the bier, 

* Say, virtuous An s elm, wilt thou not be near,, 
4 To grace the clofe of my unhappy doom, 

« And lay thefe limbs in this lamented tomb ? 

* Thus when this tortur'd heart fhall ceafe to rave, 
4 Our blended duft fhall warm the faithful grave : 
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* Nor diftant far is that releafing hour, 

* For Nature now, opprefs'd beyond her powV, 

* Refigns at length my troubled foul to reft, 

* And Griefs lail anguifti rufhes thro* my bread.' 

Behold her now extended on the ground, 
And fee the facred brethren kneeling round : 
Them fhe addreffes in a fault 'ring tone, 
€ Say, cannot Death my daring crime atone i 

* Ah, let Companion now your hearts infpire, 

* Amid your pray'rs I unalarm'd expire. 

' Thou who art e'en in this dread moment dear, 
' Oh, (hade of Arabert, ftill hover near : 

* I come.'— —And now, emerging from her woes, 
('Twas Love's laft effort) from the earth (he rofe ; 
And, ftrange to tell ! with ftrong affeftion fraught, 
She headlong plung'd into the gloomy vault : 

And there, what her impafnon'd wifh requir'd, 
On the lov'd breaft of Arabert expir'd. 
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WRITTEN IN 

Mr. HUME's History, 



Jj i g with the tales of other years, 

I view th' hiftoric tome ; 
Which to the penfive mind appears 
A deep capacious tomb : 

Where long embalm'd by Clio's hand, 

The patriot and the (lave, 
Who fav'd, and who betray 'd the land, 

Prefs one extenfive grave : 

With thofe that grafp'd th' imperial helm, 

And trod the path of Pow'r : 
With thofe who grac'd fair Learning's realm, 

And Beauty's fairer bow'r. 



WRITTEN IN MR. HUME'S HISTORY. i«5 

If thus th' illuftrious clofe their fcene, 

Oblivion then may laugh : 
What flows from Hume's recording pen 

Is but an Epitaph ! 
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IMITATED 

From the FRENCH. 

btRAYiNG befide yon wood-fcreen'd river, 
Dan Cupid met my wond'ring view ; 

His feather'd arrows ftor'd his quiver, 
Each feather glow'd a different hue : 

1 For him who frames the daring deed, 
' (The little Godhead faid, and laugh'd) 

* To fly with Mifs beyond the Tweed, 

* An eagle's plume adorns the lhaft. 

* The prattler, vain of his addrefs, 

4 The magpye's feathers never fail - r 
f And for the youth too fond of drefs, 

* I rob the gaudy peacock's tail* 
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* Whene'er I mean to roufe the care 

4 That lurks within the jealous heart, 

* The owl that wings the midnight air 

* Lends his grave plume to load the dart. 

4 But rarely when I would aflfail. 

* The conftant heart with truth impreft,. 

* Then for the trembling lhaft I fleal 

* A feather from the turtle's breafl : 



4 Lo \ one with that foft plumage crown'd, 

* Which more than all my arms I prize t* 
* —Alas !' I cried, * this gave the wound, 

* When late you (hot from Julia's eyes.' 
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FOR THE VASE AT BATH EASTON *. 



UPON 



DREAMS. 



NOVEMBER, ^777* 



I. 

A s Echo's voice returns the pleafing lay, 
So is a Dream the echo of the day : 
The bufy thoughts that round fome object teem 
Oft join in fleep to form the nightly theme ; 
Then bright-ey'd Fancy lifts her magic wand, 
While fcenes unreal rife at her command ; 
Then Comedy, with all her laughing train, 
Straight iflues from the porch of Comus* fane, 

* This poetical inftitution ceafed at the death of Lady Mil las, 
I781 5 which event has been celebrated by Miss St ward. 
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And bringing' with her all her pleating wiles, 
Her pranks, her gambols, and her winning fmiles, 
She bills her merry troop approach the bed, 
And beat their airy dance round Anstey's head. 



II. 

Still when fome chofen Fair commands the heart, 
Gay Fancy a£ts at night her mimic part : 
With fkilful hand fhe decks the living fcene, 
And ufhers to the view the bofom's Queen. 
Ye Lovers, anfwer to the truth I fing ; 
Say, does not Fancy to your (lumber bring, 
Drefs'd by each grace, in Beauty's bed array, 
The welcome Fair who charm'd you thro* the day ? 
Does not her form return to glad the fight, 
Like Cynthia burfting thro' the cloud of night ? 
How pleas'd each well-known feature we defcry, 
That look of fenfe— that eloquence of eye !— 



iff UP OK DREAMS. 

She fpeaks— her words, beyond vain Mufic's art, 
Steal on our dumber, and enchant the heart. 



III. 



Sometimes a dream anticipates the date, 
Comes as a prophet to reveal our fate : 
And thus, ere Yorick funk into the tomb, 
The Prieft of fentiment forefaw his doom : 
'Twas night— his folitary couch he prefs'd, 
Till forrow-worn he wearied into reft ; 
Eliza then foft gliding on his view, 
Thus o'er his (lumber breath'd her fad adieu : 
** Oh thou, my guardian, confident, and friend, 
4 To what thy handmaid now reveals attend : 
c No longer now the gift of Health implore, 
4 The curtain drops, and thy fhort fcene is o'er ; 

* Yet ere thy feeling fpirit takes its flight 

* To yonder regions of celeftial light, 
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4 Some fond endearment to Eliza ftiew, 
4 And thy lafl bleffing on thy Child beftow.* 

The Vifion ceas'd — yet then the (haul fhe fpread \ 
To raife companionate his drooping head, 
And (from her eyes as beads of forrow fell) 
Low on her knees receiv'd his laft farewell. 

* See the Letters to Eliza. 



•SU^ 



i 

\ 



[ »* 1 



FOR THI VASE AT BATH EASTON. 

DISSIPATION. 

I. 

, 1 f Hope, the friend of Man, extend a ray 

Along the fky of fome far diftant day ; 

Gay Diffipation boafts a friendlier pow'r, 

She breaks the gloom that dims the prefent hour ! 

E'en painter-like (lie takes her ready (land, 

A radiant pencil decks her fkilful hand, 

And with the colours of her magic art 

She gilds the cloud that fettles on the heart. 

II. 
This Proteus often takes a different frame : 
*To Heroes (he aflurnes the fhape of Fame ; 



DISSIPATION. 
"To fuckling Bards fhe rolls the river Cam ; 
To Dowagers flic takes the form of Pam. 
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III. 

Could Celia long endure a country life; 
The prim falfe*breeding of th* attorney's wife; 
The parfon's pun ; the hufband's duller joke ; 
The folitary walk ; the raven's croak ; 
Did not the Goddefs ad the Prophet's parti 
And to her mournful votary impart 
The wifh'd^for bleffings that are doom'd to ctowq 
The chearful hours that glide within the town. 
And paint young Pleafure's gayly-vefted train 
With all the conquefis of the next campaign r 
And e'en in town could fhe endure the weight 
Of the long after-dinner t£te-a-tSte^ 
Did not the Goddefs to her mind recal 
Th' approaching fplendors of the evening ball ? 
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IV. 

Behold, encircled with Affliction's gloom, 
Belinda watches at her hulband's tomb; 
Beneath th* oppreffive weight of grief (he bends, 
Like the pale lily when the rain defcends : 
But Diffipation, with her foothing aid, 
Forbids the beauteous drooping flow'r to fade. 
The Fair intends, in proof of her diftfefs, 
To wear the mourning of the days of Befs ! 

i 

But in obedience to the prefent court, 
Kind Diffipation bids her wear tkeJhorU 
At her command, while tears bedew her cheeks, 
Belinda through the veil of mourning peeps ; 
Her pulfe beats quicker as fhe then furveys 
Th' approaching profpeA of more happy days: 
At length the change of mourning brings relief, 
And at the change fhe h/es half her grief. 
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Now on the joys that meet her on the way, 
The mourner cafts a fearful coy furvey : 
Now lets referv'd, a bolder view flie fends, 
And bolder ftill flie Pleafure's bark afcends, 
Where laughing Hebe grafps the glitt'ring helm, 
To guide the veflel to th* Idalian realm. 
Now foft recorders fend a foothing found, 
And in the notes affli&ion's plaints are drown'd ; 
The fails grow pregnant with the wanton air, 
Not unregarded by the confcious Fair, 
Who glides obedient to the fav'ring wind, 
And leaves the gloom of widowhood behind. 
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An English Officii, in the late war being taken 
foner by the French Indians, became the Have of an 
Indian Chiif, who treated him with humanity. One 
the Indian took the Officer up a hill, and addrefled 1 
as follows j 

Seethe Anecdotes of Literature* *ol« 51 



THE 



INDIAN CHIEF. 

crp 

1 welvb tedious moons baft thou my captive been, 

* I've taught thee how to build the fwift canoe, 
4 To chafe the boar, prepare the beaver's (kin, 
1 To fpeed the fhaft, and fcalp the fhrieking foe. 

• Say, does thy Father fleep within his grave?'— 
4 Oh Heav'n forbid !' the feeling Youth replied— 
1 Then do his forrows all my pity crave,* 
The Chief return'd— ' 'Twere better he had died. 



THE INDIAN CHIEF. 

f I was a Father once— oh valiant fon ! 

• Thy lofe each low'ring morn and eve recal. 

€ To fhield my years, to Danger's path he run; 

* Thefe eyes beheld the gallant warrior fall ; 

* And Glory faw him fall with wounds o'erfpread, 

* Bold on his bofom ev'ry wound he bore : 

• I rent the forelock from his murd'rer's head, 

4 And left him breathlefs on the crimfon fliore. 



* Since that fad day my hours no pleafure mare*— 
The Indian Chief now paus'd, with forrow fraught, 
Wrapt in the awful filence of defpair ; 

At length in words he cloath'd his mournful thought, 

• Behold that fun ! how bright it mines to you I 

* Since that fad day to me it looks a cloud : 

• How gay yon blooming rofes meet your view ! 

' To me Grief drops o'er Nature's breaft a fhroud. 

i 3 
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' Go, virtuous Stranger ! to thy Father go, 

* Wipe from his furrow'd cheek Misfortune's tear j 
4 Go, bid the fun to him his fplendor mew, 

* And bid the flow'r in all her bloom appear.* 
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INSCRI PTION 

FOR 

A REE D-H O U S E 



5)*!!, if to ffmn tfje noifp bap, 
ffije fwnmet fun'j* oppreffftte tap, 
ffijots toiltt'tt Contemplation'* ceil, 
Here tarrgr-fijeH rtpag tfcee toeTC : 
for $e can lib eae& pafjtfon ceafe, 
Knb footJEi tlje troufcieb &eart to peace, 
Can to tbp fofcer toiGfieg pielb 
Contentment? flottfr anb IBijfbom'* ftfelb. 

* At Co/fy 9 the Seat of Sir William Jerningham. 
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TIB 

VENETIAN MARRIAGE 

J. h x weftern fun's expiring ray 
To Venice gave a milder day ; 
Till by degrees the ling'ring light 
Serenely foften'd into night, 
Camilla then, with fearful foul, 
To th* Adriatic margin ftofe, 
Where in a bark, at Love's command', 
Placentio took his faithful {land : 
Pofleffing now his future bride, 
He bade the bark fecurely glide, 
Which far unlike that gaily fhow'd 
That down the filver Cydnus row'd, 
Beneath whofe purple fails were feen 
Proud Oftentation's gaudy Queen* 
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Who fare of conqueft, vain of mind, 
All languifliingry lay recliriM ! 
Here Beauty undenTd by art, 
Whofe bofom own'd a tender heart. 
Beneath the fails from home remov'd r - 
And trufted to the man fhe lov'd* 

A foothing caTmnefs lufl r d the deep, 
And hufh'd each wavy furge to fleep r 
The air along the fultry day, 
Scorch'd by the fummer's fervent ray, 
Was freflien'd by a recent fhow'r, 
While filence folemniz'd the hour. 

The ftill folemnity imprefs'd 
With awful thoughts Camilla's breaft : 
For now by prompting Love impell'd. 
Now by Timidity withheld, 
The words {he to her lips applied 
Recoil'd, and unaccented died. 



Ill THE VENETIAN MARRIAGI. 

Placektio too, alike fubdued, 
They faU'd along in filent mood, 
And flillnefs reign'd from fhore to more, 
Unbroke— but by the dafhing oar. 

At length the Fair dhTolv'd the charm — 
4 Ah, wonder not I feel alarm : 
4 Confiding in thy love I came, 
4 And riflt'd for thee my virgin fame : 
4 Ah tell me to what place we fail, 

* For in my bofom fears prevail :— 
4 Yet anfwer not this idle fear, 

* Where'er thou art, bright Honour's there.' 

4 The plan I form,' the Youth replied, 

* To Innocence is clofe allied, 

4 And fearful of thy virgin fame 
4 As of her babe the tender dame. 
4 — Thefe waves, that wander to the fea, 
4 Wafh in their pilgrimage a tree, 
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* Which fpreads its lowly branches wide, 

* And dips them in the palling tide : 

* There, in a fhed compos'd of reeds, 

* An aged hermit tells his beads ; 

* He, generous Sage ! will join our hand* 
4 In wedlock's unremitting bands. 

* Then to Valclusa we'll repair, 

* Where Laur a's foul informs the air i 

' Where Petrarch's fpirit hovers round, 

* The guardian of the facred ground, 

* Forbidding ftill the fiend of art, 

* That fhrewd perverter of the heart, 

* The fnake, Inconftancy, to rove 

* Within the paradife of Love. 

€ As when the winter's ftorms are fled 
€ The fearful fnow-drop lifts her head, 

* So may that whiter flow'r, thy breaft, 
' Wake into life, from fears releas'd, 



i 
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* Mild as thefe twilight breezes blow, 

* Still as the wares on which we flow f* 



4 Ye walls where firft I drew the air P 
Retura'd (afiur'd) the beauteous Fair* 

* Ye turrets which but dimly {ten 

1 Encreafe the terrour of the fcene 1 

* Ye ftately toVrs \ and rifing fpires ! 
4 From you Camilla now retires* 

€ Thou tomb whofe pious urn contains 
' My facred Parents' cold remains ! 

• Ye partners of my tender yearsy 

• Whom youthful fympathy endears I 

* Ye joys that crown my native coaft I — 

• Well for Place ntio all are lonV 



She ccas'd— and on her penfive foul 
Again an awful mufing dole, 
Such as the twilight fcene excites, 
Such as the feeling heart delights; 
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Tot as the coy no&urnal flow'r • 

No more its fweets at eve withholds, 
.So the meek heart at th* evening hour 

Its fenfibilky unfolds. 



The mild ehlivener of the night 
Now yields her kind dire&ing light 1 
As from the wood's deep bofom fpning. 
Her fbber radiance round (he flung, 
The trees that flept along the ihore 
With light's foft veil fhe mantled o'er; 
"The bending taw'r of old renown 
6he rounded with a filver crown : 
The antique fane now rofe to view, 
£nvelop'd in the pureft hue: 
Behold the luflre fpreading wide 
Illuminates the ocean-tide, 
While placid beams ferenely gay 
Like ftar-drops on her bofom play ! 

# The night -fmcilmg Geranium. 



. \ 



ft* THE VENETIAN MARRIAGE. 

This beauteous foul-fubduing fight, 
Diffufing round a calm delight, 
With fympathetic touch impreft 
The feat of Love, Flacentio's breaft: 
4 Behold,' he cried, with Pleafure's voice, 
* Thou Beauty's flow'r, Affe&ion's choice! 
4 Behold how Nature decks the night, . 
4 And cloaths her fcenes with veftal light! 
M Methinks kind Heav'n difplays its pow'r 
4 To decorate thy nuptial hour. 9 

* 

* » 

At length they reach the facred cell 
Where Wifdom, Peace, and Virtue dwell ; 
There, bent beneath the weight of age, 
They find prepared th' expe&ing Sage. 
He hail'd them in a friendly tone, 
And bade them call his cell their own; 
Where rofe an altar form'd of mofs, 
Crown'd with a fimple wooden orofei 



THE VENETIAN MARRIAGE. 
There too a taper, mildly bright, 
Supplied a pompous glare of light. 
No holy relick rich-enchas'd 
This humble low-roof d temple grac'd: 
But flowrets from the neighb'ring wood 
The unambitious altar ftrew'd : 
For incenfe they exhal'd perfume, 
For ornament they gave their bloom. 

The Hermit fpoke— * Hail, virtuous pair, 

* May forrow now your bofom fpare ! 

* Tho* youth be yours, yet well I know 

* You've tafted deep of human woe : 

* Control, and Art, and Bafenefs join'd 

* To cancel what your hearts defign'd s 
4 But now Misfortune's reign is o'er, 

* And Pleafure opens all her ftore.' 

See now the youthful Pair unite 
To meet the hymeneal rite : 
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Pronouncing, as they lowly bow, 
Warm from the heart, the hallow'd vow 
At length the Hermit joins their hands 
In willing and unvenal bands, 
Unfpotted bands ! which mutual Love, 
And Confidence, and Virtue wove. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The fublime inftance of heroic friend/hip that forms 
the fubje& of this Poem, is recorded by Antonio 
de So Lis, in his Hiftory of Mexico. This is an 
epifode of a more extenfive poem, which is fup- 
preflfed : This epifode is retained, as being the part 
of that poem which was favourably received. Two 
fragments, which met with the fame diftin&ion, arc 
alfo preferved* 
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THE 



MEXICAN FRIENDS. 



1 wo valiant Youths (whom Friendship's holy hand 
Had join'd with her indiflbluble band) 
Btheld indignant, fmit with patriot grief, , 

The great achievements of the hoftile chief: 
And now Jan ell an thus accofts his Friend :— 
4 Firm to no purpofe, active to no end, 
"* See from our gallant men yon hallow'd tow'r 

* Already ravifiYd by the invading pow'r :• 

* Muft this, committed to our mutual care, 

* The fame defeat, the fame difhonour fhare? 
' If fo— the victor fhall not long furvive— 

4 A thought that bids my fading hope revive, 

K % 
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* A thought — that like the thunder-flafh of night 

* Darts on my darken'd mind a radiant light— 

* But ere my veil'd defignment I unfold, 

* Declare, however rafh, however bold, 

* Thou'lt not o'erftiade with Caution's chill controul, 
'The warm, the fplendid purpofe of my foul/ 

VjlNzula to his bread his hand applied, 
And thus, beyond the pow'r of words, replied. 

The Youth refum'd — i< From this aerial height, 
4 Bid thy bold vifion take its deeped flight, 
' Down te-yon rock, -far dretching o'er the fhore, 
4 'Gaind which the .raging waves inceflant roar, 

* Whofe clalhing -voices into dillnefs fade, 

4 Ere this tremendous didance they pervades 
4 If Fortune blefs what my proud counfels urge* 
4 Yon waves •(hail murmur foon the viftor's dirge 1 

* M\ fecret project I will now unveil:— 

4 Should Co*.tez o'er this valiant band prevail, 
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* Should thro* controulment, and thro* ihibborn force, 
c Pour like a torrent his deftru&ive courfe, 

' When on this fummit firft he fhall appear,. 
1 I will advance, with well diflembled fear,. 
t And, fuppliant as I kneel to win his grace, 
c I'll dauntlefs lock him in a flern embrace, 

* Bear him reluctant to yon giddy deep, 

* Where yawns a dreadful opening to the deep, 

* And thence— felf-ruin'd for my country's good— 

* Plunge with her foe into the whelming flood L' 

Venzula anfwer'd— c Yes, I much admire- 
1 What now thy matchlefs virtue dares infpire :: 
1 But wilt thou, with an avarice of fame, 
1 The meed of Glory all exclufive claim ? 
1 Wilt thou to perils clofe to Death adjoin'd 
1 Advance, and leave thy faithful Friend behind ? 
1 In infancy we fhar'd the glitt'ring toys, 
1 And in one circle play'd our harmlefs joys 1 

*1 



\ 
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4 And when we quitted Childhood's lowly vale* 

4 Where fpringing flowrets fcent the playful gale, 

' Still hand in hand we climb'd youth's arduous height, 

4 Whence greater fcenes expanded on the light, 

4 Still oar purfuits confenting to one plan, 

4 Like wedded firearm our lives united ran : 

4 And wilt thou now oppofe the facred tide, 

4 And bid the friendly waves difparting glide ?* 

Janellan fpoke — * Endearing Youth I forgive : 
4 The conqu'ror of fome future Cortez live ! 

* Nor mark my fall with Grief's dejected brow, 

* View from my death the bright effe&s that flow : 
4 Behold the tomb that Gratitude (hall raife, 

4 Illuflrious iignal of my Country's praife.' 

To this the brave Venzula made reply, 
And as he fpoke, tears flarted from his eye : 
4 What tho' Felicity, thy gift, fhall ftream 
^Smlike o'er Mexico with brig>\\tfcft taaxa, 
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* Not all the fplendour that her rays impart, 

* Will e'er illumine my benighted heart, 

* When deftitute of thee, its only ray, 

* Without the hope of kind returning day. 

' Yet then to this great argument adjoin'd 

* Sublimer motives urge my fteady mind : 

* Recal, rtcal that joy -diffusing hour, 

* When gay Profperity adorn 'd my bowV, 

* As thy fair fifter, half-afraid to fpeak, 

4 With downcafl look, and blufli-embellifli'd cheek, 

* At Love's requeft afiented to be mine : 

4 Of fleeting blifs vain momentary mine ! 

4 For flie, in flow'r of Youth and Virtue's bloom, 

4 Was fwept untimely to the rav'nous tomb : 

' As forrow-wounded o'er her couch I hung, 

4 To catch the tones that faded as they fprung, 

4 The Gody (he faid, nowfummons me ceway, 

4 Far from the confines of tK emlearing day : 
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Thou if the life Ihfe the dearefl part, 
Thou chofen fpoufe! that fun beam of my hearty 
Say, by Affe&ioris glowing hand imprefs y d r ~ 
Shall I not live m thy recording breaft P 
If/acred be thefuff'rer's lafi defires, 
Revere what now my parting foul requires r 
J leave a brother, by bright Honour reared, 
By aU approved, and much to me endeared r 
Be, for thefficrs love, the brother's Friend; 
Nor from his fide depart whenflorms defcend : 
2 he pahn of Glory waving in your fight. 
In council, peril, enterprife unite,* 



* Shall l f when danger calls, confign to air 

* The laft bequeathing wifhes of the Fair? 

* Perdition catch the bafe unmanly thought! 

* By Love's, fubliming pureft dictates taught, 

* Amid the perils that around thee wait, 

* View me refolv'd to fhare th' impending fate 
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Now to this fpot the foe impels^ the war, 

* Difcordance fcreams, oppofing lances jar : 

* The fteep afcent, lo! Cortez now has gain'd, 

* Ah ! mark his fpear with dreaming gore diftain'd ! 

The illuflrious Youths now aft their dread defign j. 
See at the vigor's knee they low incline ! 
Now clafp with circling force th' incautious foe, 
And clofe adhering to his figure grow: 
Their deadly aim his better fate control'd, 
With matchlefs pow'r he burfts their llubborn hold : 
The heroes, blafted in their bold intent, 
Approach'd (Death hov 'ring, near) the dire defcent: 
Then, in each other's circling arms intwin'd, 
In energetic harmony combin'd : 
'Twas Friendihip, burning with meridian flame, 
One caufe— one thought— one ruin — and one fame : 
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Tremendous moment ! See, they fall from light, 
And dauntlefs rufh to never-ending night ! 

Ye ielf-devoted patriot vi&ims, hail ! 
Oblivion's gulph fliall ne'er entomb your tale : 

While Hiftory to Time's extremeft goal 
Her ftream majeilic fliall thro' ages roll, 
Like two fair flowrets on one item that blow, 
Ye on her margin fliall for ever glow. 



•%& 



[ '39 1 

The Mexicans having gained an advantage over the 
Spaniards, and having buried the troops (that were (lain 
in the a&ion) in a large field, Guatimozino, the emperor 
of Mexico, thus addrefles the place of interment : 



GUATIMOZINO's SPEECH, 

AT THE PLACE OF INTERMENT. 



»• 
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rl a i l, fepulchre, which ev'ry coward fhuns 1 

•* Thou glorious hecatomb of Valour's fons ! 

" On thee, oh facred altar of renown, 

" Th' Eternal Being looks propitious down ! 

" They, they are dear to that all- feeing eye, 

" Who greatly daring aft, or bravely die. 

«' Let this fuggeftion footh the bleeding heart, 

" In which Defpair has lodg'd his poifon'd dart: 

" To you I fpeak, ye fair afflicted train, 

" Who weep for brothers, friends, and lovers flain : 
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u To you I fpeak, yc widows plung'd in care ; 
44 And you whofe fons ftern fate refus'd to fpare. 



»■ 



As thus he (aid—deep from fome brail unknow 
Burft unfubdued Affliction's piercing moan* 
Now intermitting, now returning loud— 
At length* advancing thro' the wond'ring crowd, 
A matron- form th' attentive hero view'd, 
Her robe neglected, and her trefles rude ; 
With hurried ftep the royal Youth fhe fought, 
Her wild eye fpeaking th* inexpreffive thought :. 
Clofe at her fide a lovely boy appears — — 
Now through oppofing grief her voice fhe rears : 
** Give, give to me the virtue that repels 
u The whelming furge of Sorrow as it fwells ! 
44 Two valiant fons, in age my comfort's (lore, 
44 My lov'd, my duteous children, are no more : 
44 This morn, this direful morn, a prey to fears, 
f I bath'd our parting with prefagi hg tears : 




M 
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44 That they expirM on Honour's facred bed, 
44 "That their fotfls mingle with th' illuftrious dead, 
Well do I know— and glory in the thought.: 
Bright Virtue's flame, perchance, from me they caught, 
€i From me th* inftruclive leflon firftihey claim'd, 
44 This bofom nurtur'd, and this voice in flam 'd. 
ie Yet ill with this vain pomp of fplendid words 
° My drooping, loaded, Unking heart accords? 
44 Ah! ftill to Glory's thought defpair fucceebV 
44 And th* agonizing Mother inly bleeds. 
44 This orphan babe to you I now bequeath, 
44 With Honour's brighteft flow'rs his mind inwreath." 



The child, half-confcious of the mother's grief, 
As if attempting to difpenfe relief, 
'Stretch'd forth his little arms, and playful fmil'd : 
In vain the boy her fcorpion thoughts beguil'd ; 
Inclining at his call her anguifh'd face, 
Death-ilruck fhe perifh'd in the wifli'd embrace. 



[ *4* ) 



Guatimozino having oppofed the Spaniards with great 
bravery in various engagements) was at length defeated and 
taken prifoner. In order to extort from him a difcovery of 
the principal mines, he was laid on burning coals : The Se- 
cond in command was alio condemned to the fame torture, 
and amidft his fufftrings called upon his royal matter, to 
be released from the vow of fecrecy ; which drew from 
Guatimozino thefe memorable words : Am I on a bed of 
rofes? — When the flames had entirely con fumed the unfor- 
tunate Hero, the High-Prieft of Mexico approached tne 
pile, and lamented the fate of his royal Matter. 



THE 

SPEECH of the HIGH-PRIEST, 

AT THE PILE. 



^V hen fir ft th' inhuman deed appaird his fight, 

E'en as the cedar fhrunk in fudden blight 

He flood — while, at the dire appearance thrill'd, 

Each function of the foul numb Horror chill'd : 

At length, relenting into confeious grief, 

The Seer exclaim'd— " Oh lovM, oh haplefs Chief! 
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44 The afhes ftill that feed yon ling'ring flame, 
44 Do they of all thou art th* exiftence claim ? 
44 Long fchool'd in pale Adverfity's rude porch, 
44 Where Hope's gay fcenes are burnt by Havock's torch, 
44 For me, with grief adjoin'd to age opprefs'd, 
44 Remain'd but this to cleave my care-worn bread. 
44 In early youth to me thou waft confign'd, 
44 I watch'd the dawn of thy celeftial mind, 
46 I faw, by Nature wak'd, thy talents rife, * 
44 And Virtue mark them with her brighteft dies. 
** Ah ! what avail thefe fruitlefs tears I fhed ? 
•* Tho' thou art gone — yet Vengeance is not dead : 
44 The pregnant womb of Time" — He added not-— 
While from his eye a radiant meaning (hot. 
His bofom heav'd with a prophetic throe, 
Till language gave his draggling thoughts to flow. 

44 Methinks Futurity, celeftial Maid, 
* 4 Thro 9 diftant Time's dim length'ning ifle difplay'd, 
44 Pours on my favour'd vifion days unborn, 
44 That pant impatient for the ling'ring morn : 
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*' Smooth as the clear expanfe of vernal flues, 
• 4 A world of water claims my wond'ring eyes.; 
44 See on its wavy bread, in fplendid pride, 
• 4 .Innum'rous brigantines triumphant ride *.: 
<4 Mark how the gorgeous mafs advancing plough* 
" The groaning main with high afpiring prows : 
44 Secure in all. the haughtiness of ftrength, 
44 It moves a ccefcent of tremendous length, 
44 And big with thunders and deftru&ive force, 
~ u To Britain's coaft direfts its threat 'ning courfe. 
" Oft has Las Casas, in applauding ftrain, 
44 To me reveal' d that fea-encircled plain. 
44 Thou Glory of the Weft ! Enchantment's ifle, 
k " Where beauteous maids on godlike heroes fmile : 
44 By Nature's hand with Nature's chaplet crown'd, 
44 In arts, in commerce, and in arms renown'd ; 
€i Auguft, magnificent, exalted Dame, 
44 As with a garment rob'd in Freedom's flame ! 

* ThcSpANisH Armada failed in 1588, difpfed in the form of 
m crefcentf and Jlr etching the diflance of /even miles from the extremity of 
4ne divifiw. f that of the other. Hums. 
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«* Arife, arife— foreftall th' intended blow, 

■ 

" See to thy portal fails th' audacious foe. 
" Another fcenery is now difplay'd, 
* 4 No more the main aflembled veffels (hade, 
46 A beggar'd remnant (of the fplendid throng 
*' That fwept in confcious majefty along) 
Ml With prows disfigur'd, and difhonour'd mafts, 
4 * While thro* the rent fails mourn the hollow blafts, 
*' In fhatter'd, mean, difmantled, rude array, 
44 Steal o'er the waves their ignominious way. 
44 Oh! of thy brilliant and extenfive train 
44 Do thefe, Armada, thefe alone remain ? 
44 Who has overthrown the honours of thy helm ? 

m 

* 4 The voice of Fame replies— Eliza's realm ! — 
44 Where lurk thy galleons that furpris'd the deep ? 
44 Loud Fame replies— In Ocean's tomb they fleep ! 
44 And of His pan 1 a once the bright renown, 
44 Now glows an added gem to Britain's crown." 
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The curiofity of an ignorant Mexican, concerning the origin 
of the Air, is fo poetically exprefled in the following lines, 
that the Editor thinks himielf juftified in re-printing them, 
though they were omitted by the Author in the laft edition 
of his Poems. 



" Whence is that veering fpirit of the fky f 
c< Whofe fecret form eludes the human eye ; 
" Who now, unmindful of its matchlef6 pow'r 
* Indulgent whifpers to the vernal ftowY, 
" Plays with her leaves, and hov'ring o'er her bloom 
*' From her young breaft allures the-enclos'd perfume: 
" And now f envelop'd in a fullen mood, 
'« Tempeftuous rufhes on the groaning wood ; 
" Arm'd with definitive energy, invade, 
" Defpoils, devafts the confecrated ihades i* 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Wake is of very great antiquity in this country. 
It was held on the day of the Dedication, that is, on 
the day of the faint to whom the village church was 
dedicated. Booths were erected in the church-yard 
and on the adjacent plain, and after divine fervice the 
reft of the time was devoted to the occupations of the 
fair, to merriment and feftivity. 

See Bourne's Antiquities of the Common People, 
with Obfcrvations by Mr. Brand. 

The merchants, who frequented the fairs in numerous 
caravans or companies, employed every art to draw 
the people together. They were therefore accompa- 
nied by jugglers, minftrels, and buffoons* 

Wart on's Hiftory of Englifh Poetry, 
vol ii. p. 367. 
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THE ANCIENT * 

ENGLISH WAKE. 

•i 

tl ark! how the merry, merry bells refound, 

4 

To fummon to the Wake the hamlets round: 
The villagers, in all their bed array, 
Go forth to celebrate tlje feflive day. 

i. • 

Now from the moat-encircled caftle came 
An aged Chief, who grac'd the roll of Fame: 
Who knows not * Chester's Earl, to worth ally'd, 
The boaft of chivalry, and valour's pride? 

• A celebrated character in the reign of Hi wit the Third. 
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From courts and bufy camps at length retirM^ 
To deeds of Fame no longer he afpir'd : 
Pleas'd, far fequefter'd from the voice of praife, 
To give to peace his lafl remaining days, 
And while life's hour-glafs near its period (lands, 
To watch and pray befide the doling fands* 

But, 'mid the ftillnefs of retirement's {hade, 
Domeftic forrow on his bofom prey'd : 
A Daughter, fram'd his favor to engage, 
Pride of his houfe, and foother of his age, 
Her native man Con had abruptly fled ■ ■ 
The veil of darknefs o'er the reft was fprea<L 

Oft of his child fome welcome news to gain 
The tortur'd Father fought, but fought in vai*. 
He ftrives (this day) his forrows to beguile, 
And hide his anguiih with a fickly fmile. 

The hoary Paftor, near the village-fane, 
Receiv'd the honour'd Chief and all his train : 
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This holy, meek, difinterefted man 
Had form'd his ufeful life on duty's plan : 
Unpractis'd in thofe arts that teach to rife, 
The vacant mitre ne'er allur'd his eyes. 
Rogardlefs ftill of diflipation's call, 
He feldom tarried at the feftive hall, 
Where all around the fioried texture hun^, 
'VWiere pfaltries founded, and where minftrels fung ; 
But to the humble cot's neglected door 
The facred man the balm of comfort bore : 
Still would he liften to the injur'd fwain, 
For he who liftens mitigates the pain : 
There was he feen reclining o'er the bed, 
Where the pale maiden bow'd her anguifh'd head; 
Where, reft of hope, the yielding victim lay, 

And like a wreath of fnow diflblv'd away : 

.> 
With feeling foul the Paftor oft enquir'd 

Where the meek train of filent grief retir'd, 

Shame, that declines her forrows to impart, 

The drooping fpirit, and the broken heart. 

L 4 
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He ne'er the friar's gaping wallet fed, 
But to the widow lent his loaf of bread: 
His fee to Rome reluctantly he paid, 
And calTd the Pardoner's a pilf ring trade. 
The (acred Pfalter well he knew to gbfi, 
And on its page illuminate the crofs : 
The written Miflal on the altar feen, 
Inclos'd in velvet of the richeft green, 
Difplay'd initials by his fancy plann'd, 
Whofe brilliant colours own'd his fkilful hand. 
This gaily -letter'd book his art devis'd, 

■ 

The temple's only ornament compriz'd ; 
The hallow y d fervice of this modeft fane 
(Far from the fplendor of a choral train) 
Could boaft no labour'd chant, no folemn rites* 
No clouds of incenfe, and no pomp of lights; 
But at the plain and lowly altar Hands 
The village-priefl with pure uplifted hands, 
Invoking from above Heav'n's guardian care, 
Jn all the meek /implicity of pra^t. 
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r 

Fam'd Chest&a, now returning from the fane f 

< 
Survey* the tents gay-fpreading o'er the plain r 

Beneath whufe roof the merchant~band difplay'd 

The cheerful fcenery of active trade : 

While fome, intent on wealth, with fober view, 

The graver purport of the fair purTue ; 

Some, of a free and roving mind, partake 

The various callings of the bufy Wake ; 

Thefe urge the prefcient feer, dcep-vers'd in fate, 

Some pafTage of their ftory to relate : 

There the fond maid, felicitous to know 

Some future inflance of her joy or woe, 

Attends, half unbelieving, half fincere, 

To the vague dictates of the artful Seer, 

Lo, where the trader all his art employs 

To rear the pageantry of holy toys, 

And on the fimple rallies fhed the glare 

Of gaudy Superftition's lighter ware : 

Here beads hung round in many a fplendid row* 

In cryfbl glitter, or in coral glow ; j 
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Here gayly-painted faints attract the fight, 
There ivory crofles of the pureft white : 
Here brilliant pebbles from the hallow'd well* 
In which are lodg'd the wonder-working fpelL 
Some by the travell'd pilgrim take their itand, 
To hear the wonders of a foreign ftrand ; 
While others, fmitten with the love of fong, 
Around the minftrel's harp attentive throng. 
Of war anddaring chiefs the mailer fung, 
While from thcchords terrific founds he flung: 
At length, defcendihg from his lofty mood, 
The feeling bard a milder theme purfued, 
And gently wak'd thofe foft, complaining tones, 
So dear to melody, which Scodand owns # . 

* Though the Scottifh mufic, as we now have it, is attributed 
to James the Firft of Scotland, yet, as moft of the harpers were 
fuppofed to have come from the North, it is very probable that 
there was fomething alluring and chara&eriftic in the northern 
rruific previous to that period, and which partook of the ftyle that 
reigns in the- compofitions of James the Firft, and which Tas- 
§oki nulls Mufica Jamnlcvole e ntejla dijflisrenie Ha tuttt VaUrt. 
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Now, when the thronging audience all withdrew, 

A beauteous Maiden ftill remained in view • . 5 , • 

She feem'd as one of the deje£fced kind, 

Whofe face betrays the fecret of the mind ; 

She look'd as opening day fcarce ting'ii with light, 

Or rummer's eve when fading into night : 

She fpoke-— -' Sweet are the fongs from Scotland's coaft, 
They, they admire them beft who feel them moft : 
Abrupt pathetic airs, devoid of art, 
That breathe upon the foul and melt the heart j 
Still, when the bard fome mournful tale records, 
With plaintive harmony they clothe his words % 
Ah ! then they witnefs to the ear of grief, 
That food to forrow is the beft relief. 
Bend, gen'rous minftrel, to a mourner's pray'r, 
Sooth with thy art the ills I'm doom'd to bear ; 
Still let fome Highland airs thy fkill employ, 
And deep my foul in melancholy joy.' 

Attentive to the tuneful Maid's requeft, 

With magic touch the weeping hai^ be, ^rc&&^ 
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And waken'd into life that pow'rful drain* 
Whofe found perfuafive charms almoft to pain, 
That thrilling harmony to nature true, 
Whufe arrows only wound the facred few. 

See now the throng in cluft'ring numbers gp 
To where the troop difplay'd the gaudy fhow * : 
They firft prefented to th' expe&ing view, 
Amid encircling clouds of richeft hue, 
Religion, on a throne exalted high, 
While flow'rs fell fprinkling from the mimic fky : 
Now (lately ent'ring on the fplendid fcene, 
Array *d in white, three female forms were feen : 
Thefe female figures to th' admiring crdVd 
The names of Faith, of Hope, of Love avow'd : 
Three rivals ; they appear before the throne 
To plead— and make their various merit known. 

• Dr. War ton obferves, in his Hiftory of Englifh Poetry, 

that the fubjed of this fort of fpectacle was (till the reigo of 

Henri- the Seventh) confined to moral tVYt^prfiO? to religion 

fcu/Toonery. 
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Faith, while a fable band o'erfpread her eyes, 
In accents to this purport claim 'd the prize : 

* Foe to the prying fearch of {hallow wit, 

* Thy facred lore, unqueftion'd, 1 admit: 

* Before the dazzling fplendor of the Law 

* I clofe my view, and bend with trembling awe.* 

Hope, with an air to confidence ally'd, 
Advanc'd— her fymbol leaning at her fide : 

* The fea of life do wrecking winds deform ? , 

* Borne on a plank, I fmile amidft the ftorm : 

€ Still thro* the dark'ning fhow'rs that intervene, 

* With piercing view I mark the promis'd fcene, 

* Where, lift'ning to the ocean's diflant roar, 

* Delight fits harbour'd near the fragrant fliore,' 

Next Charity, with looks that dwelt on high, 
Her foul, ecftatic, beaming from her eye, 
Began—— * No fond expeftancies I frame, 
? I boaft no merit! no reward I claim; 
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* While Heav'n's creative pow*r around me flows, 

* The flame of love within my bofom glows ; 
1 RaisM from the nature of a fenfelefs clod, 

I burn with gratitude, and thank my God 1 

1 I feel, I feel affe&ion's piercing dart — * 
She paus'd, and laid her hand upon her heart. 

A dove-like form now failing from the ikies, 
Bore in her beak the floVr-inwoven prize ; 
Religion reach-d it from the hov'ring dove, 
And twin'd the wreath around the brow of Love. 

Now other actors mute attention claim, 
Whofe antic geftures mark'd a lighter aim ; 
A troop of bufy mutt'ring friars prefs'd 
Around a law-man by the fiend pofleft : 
The meagre Exorcift now plies his part, 
A£te all the wonders of his fecret art : 
Nor word of magic, pray'r, nor rite avails, 
The whole artillery of the Father fails; 
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At length lie fportive cries: * Still uncontroul'd, 

* No pow'r can wreft fly Satan from his hold ; 
' Here end we then this ineffectual ftrife, 

* A lawyer's bofom is a place for life.' — 
The baffled Exorcift how quits his ground, 
While peals of firaple laughter burft around. 

See to the tents the villagers repair, 
The folace of the temp'rate feaft to fhare ; 
A gay pavilion, that adorn'd the plain, 
Receiv'd time-bonour'd Chester and his train : 
Twas then' a Maid, whofe cheek wore beauty's hue, 
(Clad as a pilgrim) rufh'd upon their view ; 
And faid, while at the Warrior's feet fhe fell, 

* This lowly attitude becomes me well ; 

* Nor will I ever raife my blufhing face, 

1 Till my lov'd Father fhall pronounce my grace.* 

* Loft Agatha! 4 th'aftonifhed Chester cries; 

* Loft Agatha V each g^d'nm^gxeft t£v&&» 
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4 Tell, tell me, fugitive,* the Father (aid, 

* Before my bleffiag on thy foul I fhed, 

1 Doft thou return with all thy bloom of name, 
V And all the wonted fragrance of thy fame 1 
4 If, foiPd by vice in fome unhappy hour, 

* Thy character has loft it* boailed flow'r, 
4 Away, away — far from my fight retire, 

* Nor dare, rafh girl 1 to meet thy wrathful Sice.' 

With injur'd look, and blufh-embellifh'd cheek* 
The beauteous Agatha begpn to fpeak : 
4 Proud of my anceflry, our honor'd name 
' Shall ne'er thro* me receive the blaft of ftiame ; 

* Pure as the lily drooping with the dew 

1 (Heav'n is my judge) I now approach thy view/ 

* Then with a Father's wonted glow I burn, 

* My fond affections all to thee return ; 

4 Thy look, thy words, thy tears, each doubt efface/ 
He faid — and lock'd her in his dofe embrace. 
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At length he urg'd his daughter to recite 
The dark myilerious purport of her flight. 

In a£fc to fpeak advanc'd the beauteous Fair, 
And drew attention Hill as midnight air : - 
She figh'd — the rofes on her cheek grew pale, 
While expectation panted for the tale. 

* Recall,' fhe faid, ' that brilliant hour recall, 

* When firft Rodolfhus gracM the feftive hall; 

* Adorn'd with Valor's wreath, in early fame, 

4 In flow'r of youth, in beauty's pride he came; 

* The blufh of diffidence was on his brow, 

* When, in foft voice, he fpoke the ardent vow : 

* Oh kind, oh generous Sire ! thy friendly voice 

* Approv'd the Youth, and fan&ified my choice : 

* To his affection as I nearer drew, 

* Encreafing merit open'd on my view : 

* When he difcours'd (till then to me unknown) 

* I breath'd the figh that forrow does not own : 
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4 Regardlefs of the throng when he was by 9 
4 Still linger'd on his form my love-fick eye, 
4 Still did each moment fome new charm difclofe, 
4 As brings each gale new fragrance from the roie. 

4 Oh tender Sire ! thou nam'dft the nuptial hour, 
4 And grac'd thy daughter with a regal dow'r: 
4 Ah me ! what boots it that I now difplay 
4 The fatal cloud that brooded o'er that day ? 
4 That day -*- when hope had chas'd each lingering fear, 
4 When all my fond expectancies drew near, 
4 When love and fortune fmil'd — joy turn'd afide, 
4 And left me, plung'd in woe, misfortune's bride : 
4 To the fwift progrefs of difeafe a prey, 
4 On death's terrific couch Rodolphus lay ; 
4 As forrow-wounded o'er his form I bent, 
4 His clofing voice thefe accents feebly fent : — 
" The Pow'r above, whofe will we mufi obey, 
44 Who tears me now from thee and joy away, 
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** Late faw me at the confcious altar bow, 
" And heard thefe lips pronounce the hallow'd vow, 
" Beneath the banner of the Crofs to fiand % 
" And fcourge th* ufurpers of the Holy Land. 
" This unaccomplinYd vow to thee I leave, 
" With ftedfaft ear my parting words receive : 
** In the fmail compafs of an urn enfhrin'd, 
" To fome bold warrior be my heart confign'd, 
** To live with him when his intrepid hand 
*' Shall fcourge th* ufurpers of the Holy Land." 
* He ceas'd— his fading eyes now rolPd in vain, 
4 Now clos'd — and never gaz'd on me again *• 

* No bold advent'rous war-bred youth I fought, 
4 For love infpir'd me with a bolder thought : 



* It was not unufual, during the long period of the Crufades, 
for the knights to make this requeft upon their death -beds. 
Among other inftances, fee particularly one mentioned by Frois- 
s art, in his fir ft volume, chapter 21 ; where the king of Scoiland" 
entreats Douglas to embalm his heart immediately after his ue- 
ceafe, in order to carry it with him to the holy wax* 

H % 
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* I dropt the robe that deck'd the peaceful maid, 

* And, in the warrior's garb of fteel array'd, 

4 Amidft the embattled ranks unknown 1 flood, 

V 

4 Beneath the banner of the holy rood. 

* As in their urn Rodolphus' afhes flept, 

* I bore them to the plain where Rachel wept. 

* Peace to the fouls of Archers that were hurl'd 

* In that dread moment to another world ! 

* Fierce from the hands of hoflile Pagans flung, 
4 Dark o'er the field a cloud of jav'lins hung. 

4 Still to this mind returns (difmifs'd in vain) 
4 The thund'ring tumult of the horrid plain. 

€ At length our daring men, to valor true, 

* The fiery -trefTed Saracens o'erthrew : 

* Still doft thou a(k what charm, what facred pow r r, 
4 Upheld my frame in danger's rudefl hour ? 

* Behold, behold the wonder-working charm *, 

* That calm'd my fear in danger's rude alarm: 

„ * Taking the utn fcraxY&i \gamttt* 
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This little tomb, that clafps his better part, 
Where deep the afhes of his fpotlefs heart, 
This relic, as it touch'd my confcious breaft, 
' My fainting foul with energy imprelh 

* Enough— foon as the flag of truce unfurl'd 

* Its fofter color to the Pagan world, 

* To England then I urg'd my lonefome way, 
' Cloath'd in this pilgrim garb of amice grey : 

* Still as the tenor of my way I kept, 

4 O'er thee, oh Father ! fond remembrance wept : 

* Oft did I fay, while tears roll'd down my face, 

* (And as I fpoke I mov'd with quicker pace) 

* By Time's devafting hand defpoil'd of friends, 

' Unfpous'd, undaughter'd, my lov'd parent bends ; 
' Like defolation, all unfenc'd he thews, 

* Expos'd and naked to aflailing woes. 

* I go, I go his forrows to afluage, 

* To fmooth with filial hand the couch of age: 
c Ply duty's tafk, whofe labors never tire, 

' Invent young fports to chear his evening fire ; 
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, * The joy I cannot feel to him impart, 

* And brighten with his fmiles my drooping heart.* 

« Forbear, forbear !' th' enraptur'd Father cries, 
(While tears of gladnefs glitter in his eyes) 

* Oh infupportable ! oh joyful hour ! 

* That burfls upon me in a flood of pow'r.' 
He ceas'd — and to the mo at- encircled dome 
In triumph led the beauteous wand'rer home ; 
Where at the caftle-gate expe&ing {laid 

A num'rous train to greet the welcome Maid. 

Mean* while the jocund villagers convene, 
W 7 here the wreath'd may-pole crowns the feftive green ; 
The comely maids the gifted ribband wear, 
Gay- dreaming from the flow'r-encircled hair. 
See with the am'rous youths they now advance. 
Demand the mufic, and provoke the dance ; 
Link'd hand in hand they form the mirthful round, 
Obedient to the fhrill pipe's nlmbk CqwxkL 
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is on the flowing dream of time, the day 
th profp'rous fails glides rapidly away, 
1, as the faint beams glimmer from the wed, 
ie curfew tolls the hamlet train to reft. * 



*%& 



• A beautiful Pi&ure, taken from the Ancient Wake, by 
Hamilton, it to be feen in Macxlin's Gallery. , 
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INSCRIPTION 

INTENDED FOR. 

AN OLD THATCHED CHURCH. 

JT a r from the fplendor of a coftly fane, 
. My low roof canopies the humble train : 
Deep in my vaults, divorc'd from human woes, 
The life-worn weary villagers repofe : 
When at my altar kneels the hamlet Fair, 
And to her God unveils her bofom'd care: 
Or does the herdfman bend with grief diflreft, 
Kind comfort fteals upon their lightened breath 
Here too Religion weaves, with viewlefs hand, 
For fpotlefs village hearts, the nuptial band, 
And twines with many a charm the holy braid 
That joins the lab'rer and the nut-brown maid. 
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ON THE 

DEATH of Two Favourite Birpi. 

Involv'diii flame and fuffbcating breath, 

A haplefs bird was doonVd to fudden death ; 

The female, touch'd at his uncommon fate, 

Survey'd the form of her disfigur'd mate ; 

With drooping head and (hiv'ring wings (he flood, 

In all the agony of widowhood ! 

At length, to grief's fevereft pow'r a prey, 

She dropt— and figh'd her little foul away. 

Ye wedded birds, tho* rigid be your doom, 
Yet Anna * watches at your early tomb; 

* The Honourable Mrs. Tali ot. 



i 
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Far you her flowing pity burfts reftraint, 
Your dirge is utterM in her foft complaint. 
Your elegy, without the poet's art, 
1$ writ by forrow on the pureft heart. 
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SENSIBILITY. 

Celestial fpringi to Nature's favourites giv'n, 

Fed by the dews that bathe the flow'rs of heaven : 

From the pure cryflal of thy fountain flow 

The tears that trickle o'er another's woe; 

The filent drop that calms our own diftrefs ; 

The gufh of rapture at a friend's fuccefs ; 

Thine the foft fhow'rs down Beauty's bread that fteal, 

To footh the heart-wounds they can never foal : 

Thine too the tears of ecftacy that roll, 

When Genius ru flies on the ravifli'd foul ; 

And thine the hallow *d flood that drowns the eye, 

When warm Religion lifts the thought on high. 
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THE 

SOLDIER'S FAREWELL, 

ON 

THE EVE OF A BATTLE, 

.N 1 g h t, expe&ing the dread morrow, 

Hover'd o'er the martial train ; 
Beauteous Alice, led by forrow, 

Hurried to the filent plain : 

' Give the watch- word !' the guard utter'd 

Loudly from his deflin'd place ; 
' Lo ! 'tis I,' fair Alice mutter'd 

Haftening to his fond embrace. 

* Ever beauteous, faithful ever,' 

Quick the gallant Youth rejoin'd 
' Cruel Death can only fever 

' Hearts in love's ftron§ links entwln'd. 
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• Soon fhall we be torn afunder, 

* Therefore welcome art thou come r 

* Till morn wakes the battle's thunder 

* Reft thee on that broken drum/ 



She fat down, in mind reviewing 
Ills the morning might behold, 

Tears ftill other tears purfuing, 
Down her cheek in filence roll'd r 



Thoughts to otljer thoughts fucceeding 
O'er her mind inceflant flow ; 

She, like Meeknefs, inly-bleeding, 
Broods in ftillnefs o'er her woe : 

' Wherefore, Alice, doft thou ponder 
' Evils that are Fancy's brood ? 

* Sure our parting might be fonder 
* Than befeems this filent mood : 
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* Yet continue dill to ponder 

' Things thy voice wants pow'r to fay, 

* Thy dumb grief to me feems fonder 

* Than words deck'd in bright array/ 

She replied (her tears ftill gufhing) 

* What avails it to be brave? 

* Thou, amidft the battle rufhing, 

* Here perchance may'ft meet a grave : 

* Should'ft thou perifh in the a&ion, 

' Where's the peace to footh my care ? 

* All my life would be diftra&ion, 

* Madnefs, wailing, and defpair. 

* Still thou wert of gentleft carriage, 
4 Still affectionately true, 

€ And a lover ftill in marriage, 

* And a friend and parent too.' 
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THE EVE OF A BATTI«E. iji 
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* Cheer thee, cheer thee, bcft of wamen f 

* Trull to the great Pow'r above; 

* When I rufh a.midft the foemen, 

' Heav'n may think on her I love. 

* Saving is the Mifer's pleafure, 

* Spending is the Soldier's thrift j 

* Take this guinea, all my treafure, 

* Take it— as a parting gift. 

* Here end we this mournful meeting, 

* Catch from my lips this fond ugh ; 

* If this be our laft, laft greeting, 

' Know, that I was born to die. 



' See ! the day-fpring gilds the ftreamere 

Waving o'er the martial train 5 
* Now the hoarfe drum wakes the dreamers, 
' Ne'er perchance to dream again : 
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* Hark ! I hear the trumpet's clangor 

* Bid the Britifh youth excel ; 

* Now, now glows the battle's anger : 

* Lovely Alice, fere thee well !' 



•sws* 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 

The fubjeft of thefe Stanzas is not founded upon a fic- 
tion. The young woman was cruelly deluded by a 
man who was already married : The mock ceremo- 
nial of a marriage took, place in Italy : She foon 
after returned to England, and going into a fe- 
queftered part of the country, devoted herfelf to re- 
tirement. 
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Would Genius to my fond demand 

My earned bold requeft bellow, 
A vivid pencil to this hand, 

Dipt in the brilliant vernal bow : 

How eager would I then engage 
(With faithful and unerring aim) 

To paint on the poetic page 
Albina's elegance of frame ! 
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Her trefles— dark with auburn hue : 
Her brow fereoe— young Candour's thron 

Her timid eye— whofe languid blue 
Sheds charms peculiarly its own. 

Her cheek — that wears a lively glow : 
Not after the frefh morning fhow'r 

Can Italy's rich fummer (how, 
On all her banks fo bright a flow'r. 

Her cherry lip~inviting blifs, 
Where Love deiicioufly repofes, 

Accompanied by many a kifs, 

On fcagrant leaves of breathing rofes. 

Yet who can paint her beauteous mind ? 

There Innocence has nVd her feat ; 
There eafy wit, and tafte refin'd, 

And fentiment and knowledge meet. 
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Love, who oft whelms the Fair in woe, 
Soon robb'd her guile lefs mind of reft : 

Affection's flame diflblv'd the mow 
That lodg'd within her fpotlefs breaft. 

As ft ill the Eaft the morn -beams ftreak, 

And gild the portal of the day, 
So did her morning thought (till break 

On the fame Youth with Ardour's ray : 

As the laft glimm'rings of the Iky 

Paufe on the lake, ere they expire, 
Each night her thought (as clos'd her eye) 

Died on the Youth of her defire. 

The nuptials eager to profane, 
The bold, unfeeling, treacherous Youth 

Led the chafte Maiden to the fane 
With all the mockery of Truth. 
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Hypocrify with downcaft air, 
Profanenefs with an atheift eye y 

And Lull with a malignant leer, 
Remark'd the mock-connubial tie. 



No fooner had the Youth prevail'd, 

Succefsful in his impious aim, 
He left the drooping Fair, aflail'd 

By Grief, by Infamy, and Shame. 

'Twas then the beauteous Mourner woo'd 
Meek Quiet, in her lonely feat, 

Where Competency watchful flrew'd 
Her fober treafures at her feet. 

I'll not the little path- way tell 
That winds to thy fequefter'd fcene ;. 

Where Virtue loves with thee to d\vell r 
Remote— unfeeing and unfeen. 
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Where Refignation takes her ftand, 
Prompt to perform her friendly part, 

And gathers with a trembling hand 
The fragments of a broken heart. 



<w# 
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TO THE LATI 



Earl of CHESTERFIELD- 

R e c l 1 n ' d beneath thy (hade, Blackheath t 

From politics and ftrife apart; 
His temples twin'd with laurel-wreath, 

And Virtue fmiling at his heart : 

Will Chesterfield the Mufe alloar 

To break upon his lHll retreat ; 
To view if health dill fmooths his brow r 

And prints his grove with willing feet? 

'Twas this awak'd the prefent theme,. 

And bade it reach thy diftant ear ; 
Where, if no rays of Genius beam,. 

Sincerity at leafl is there. 
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May pale Difeafe fly far aloof, 

O'er venal domes its flag difplay; 
And Health beneath thy peaceful roof 

Add luftrc to thy evening ray ! 

If this my fervent wifh be crown'd, 

I'll drcfs with flow'rs the godhead's flirine :— 

Nor thou, with Wifdom's chaplet bound, 
At any abfent gift repine. 

What tho' thou doft not grace a throne, 

While fubje&s bend the fupple knee; 
No other king the Mufes own, 

And Science lifts her eye to thee. 

Tho' Deafnefs, by a doom fevered- 
Steals from thy ear the murm'ring rill, 

Or Philomel's delightful air ; 
E'en deem not this a partial ill. 



1*6 TO THE LATI EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. 

Ah ! if anew thine ear was fining, 
Awake to ev'ry voice around; 

Thy praifes, by the many fung, 
Would ftun thee with the choral found. 
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ON THE DIATH OF 

Mr. G- A R R I C K, 
1 7 79- 

U hallow'd Cenfert form'd by magic pow*r 
To waft the incenfe of bright Avon's flow*r ! 

Thofe airy forms, by glowing Truth defign'd,. 
Which proudly iflued from the Poet's mind, 
No longer realis'd by Garrick's art, 
Ru(h on the fcene, and roufe the throbbing heart: 
* Ambition— prompt to feize th' imperial reins, 
Who hofpitality's pure rite profanes, 
And fees (as wildly his ftrain'd eye-balls glare) 
The fatal dagger travTing thro* the air: 

• Macbeth* 



\ 



i8S OK THE DEATH OF 

* Affe&ion— who, half-daring, half-difmay'd, 
Purfues with anxious fteps a Father's (hade : 
As th' awful form ftalks folemnly along. 
Dread Expectation chills the circling throng: 

f Proud Cruelty— befide a languid lamp, 
Who 'mid the ftillnefs of the flumb'ring camp, 
Amid the terrors of the lonefome night, 
Sits deeply muling on the morrow's fight : 
Till worn with thought, with many a care oppreft, 
He drops the world, and wearies into reft : 
In vain — Remorfe now bids her ferpents roll 
In horrid volumes round his tortur'd foul: 



% Old-age — who baniftYd from his native throne, 
Forc'd from the door fo lately calPd his own, 
Stands muttering to the foul and midnight air 
(In beggar'd robes) the accents of Defpair : 

# Hamlet. f Richard the Third. % Lear. 
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Unreverenc'd, fhunn'd, rejected, and rcvil'd, 
Stung at the mockery of an impious child, 
And while the big tears trickle from his eyes, 
I gave you all, the generous Father cries ; 
Let the fierce fpirit of the tempeftjhed 
The raging torrent on this hoary head ; 
The worfi is pa/I, let the loud thunder hurjl, 
The drooping Sire is by a Daughter cvrft. 

Thefe were the fcenes late held to Britain's view, 
On which fhe gaz'd with tranfport ever new: 
Endearing fcenes ! Ah ! never to return, 
While Genius forrows o'er a Garrjck's urn. 
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ON THI 



AUTHOR OF THE BALLAD 



CALLED 



THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD. 



Let others praife the martial fong. 

Which nifties as a flood, 
And round the harp attentive throng 
That honours deeds of blood : 

Let me that humble Bard revere, 
Tho' artlefs be his theme, 

Who fnatch'd the tale to Pity dear, 
From dark Oblivion's ftream. 



ON THE AUTHOR OF THE BALLAD, Ac ifl 

Say, little Mary *, prattling maid, 

(Whofe wit thine age excels) 
Beneath what holy yew-tree's (hade 

Thy favourite Author dwells? 



Ah ! not on Westminsters proud ground 

The fond enquiry waile : 
Go where the meek of heart are found. 

And th' unambitious reft* 



Where Walton's limpid ftreamlet flows, 

On Norfolk's rich domain, 
A gently fifing hillock fhews 

The hamlet's ftraw-roofd fane* 



* The daughter of Sir Thomas Biauchamp, of Lawc- 
it Park, in Norfolk. 
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Hard by is feen a marble ftone, 

By many a winter worn ; 
Forgetfulnefs around has thrown 

The rude o'ermantling thorn : 



Within this low obfcure abode 
Fame fays the Bard is laid ; 

Oft have I left the beaten road 
To greet the Poet's fliade. 



Fame too reports, that when the bier 

Receiv'd the Poet's frame, 
The neighb'ring Hamlets haften'd here. 

And all the Childhood came : 
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Attired in white, an Infant Band 

Advanc'd in long array ; 
With rofemary-leaves each little-hand 

O'erfpread the mournful way : 



Encircling now the Poet's tomb, 
Thrice on his name they call, 

And thrice into the hallow'd gloom 
Sweet fhow'rs of violets fall., 



Companion's Pried ! oh! feeling Bard, 

Who melts the heart away, 
Enduring praife (hall (till reward 

Thy ftiort and fimple lay. 
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Thofe fhall thy praifebe found among 
Whom Nature's touch has grac'd, 

The frarm of heart applaud thy fong, 
And all the pure of tafle: 



The Child fhall leave his jocund dance, 

Supprefs his frolic mood, 
And bend to hear, in filent trance, 

The Story of the Wood. 
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TO 

LADY CATHARINE MURRAY, 

BURING HER RECOVERY FROM AN ILLNESS, OCCASIONED 
JJY HER CLOATHS CATCHING FIRE, 

I78l. 



With a green and yellow 
Melancholy (he fat, like Patience on 
A monument, fmiling at grief. Shakkspxa*. 
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Jti a d our great tragic Bard (whofe mafter-hand 
The patient Viola's fweet portrait plann'd) 
Beheld fair Catharikb to pain confign'd, 
Yet tow'ring o'er her fate with ftrength of mind, 
In other colours he had then difplay'd 
The pleafing image of his patient Maid ! 
Not with dim tints of yellow and of green, 
Would he have ficklied o'er the fufferer's mien : 
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But in a (hading cap that veils the face, 
Half-dealing from the fight each foften'd grace, 
He would have pi&ur'd to the ftedfaft view 
A cheek a little pal'd with languor's hue ; 
An eye that, beaming with the rays of fenfe, 
Speaks to the foul an artlefs eloquence, 
And feems a look of gratitude to throw 
On thofe whofe feelings (hare the fufferer's woe: 
And laft her lips (whofe blufhes well difplay 
The glowing colour of the ruby's ray) 
Where Patience dwells, refilling to complain, 
With Refignation * that can faille at pain ! 



* This accompli Hied young lady was married, in 1782, to 
Honourable Edward Bouverii, and died in 17S3. 
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T O 

A LADY, 

WHO LAMENTED SHE COULD NOT SING. 

Oh ! give to Lydia, ye bleft Pow'rs,' I cried, 
' A voice !* the only gift ye have denied.— 

* A voice. T (ays Venus, with a laughing air, 

* A voice ! ftrange object of a Lover's pray'r ! 
' Say — fhall your chofen Fair refemble moft 

4 Yon Philomel, whofe voice is ail her boaft ? 

4 Or, curtain'd round with leaves, yon mournful Dove, 

* That hoarfely murmurs to the confcious grove ?' 
— c Still more unlike,' I faid, * be Lydia's note 

' The pleafing tone of Philomela's throat, 

* So to the hoarfenefs of the murm'ring Dove 
« She joins ('tis all I afk) the Turtle's love.* 
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A SONNET to the Book*, 



Ah go ! beyond thy kindred copies bleft, 

Go meet.thy happinefs— be Jersey's gueft: 
She, fkill'd to judge, thy humble themes receives, 
Her graceful hand fhall touch thy trembling leaves : 
Her eves, the boaft and envy of the age, 
Shall flied their pleafing luftre o'er thy page : 
And while fhe reads, thy confcious form fhall feel 
The breath of fpring from lips celeftial ileal. 



* ThzCr. lines were ftnt to Lady Jersey, with a former edition 

•f thefc l\cms. 
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FEBRUARY 4th, 1785- 



e radiant Fair ! ye Hebes of the day, 

Who heedlefs laugh your little hour away ! 

Let Caution be your guide, when next ye fport 

Within the precincls of the fplendid court : 

Th* event of yefterday * for prudence calls, 
'Tis dangerous treading when Minerva falls. 



* Alluding to Mrs. Montagu's fall, the preceding day, as fhe 
was going down the flair* at St. James's. 
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THE DAY OF ALL SOULS. 



A POEM- 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Scene of the following little Poem is fuppofed to be is 
the great church of St. Ambrosb at Milan, the fecond 
of November, on which day the mod folemn office is per- 
formed for the repofe of the Dead. 
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Ye hallow'd bells, whofe voices thro' the air 

* The awful fummons of affliction bear: 
4 Ye flowly-waving banners of the dead, 

* That o'er yon altar your dark horrors fpread : 

* Ye curtain'd lamps, whofe mitigated ray 

* Cafts round the fane a pale, reluctant day : 

* Ye walls, ye (brines, by Melancholy dreft, 

* Well do ye fuit the fafhion of my breaft ! 

' Have I not loft what language can't unfold, 

* TJhe form of Valour, caft in Beauty's mould ? 

* Th' intrepid Youth the path of battle tried, 

* And foremoft in the hour of peril died. 



804 HOKORIA: ok, 

' Nor was I prefent to bewail his fate, 

4 With pity's lenient voice to (both his (late, 

' To watch his looks, to read, while Death flood by, 

* The Iaft expreffion of his parting eye. 

€ But other duties* other cares impend* 
( Cares that beyond the mournful grave extend : 
' Now, now I view conven'd the pious train, 

* Whofe bofom forrows at another's pain, 
4 While recollection, pleafingly fevere, 

* Wakes for the awful dead the filent tear, 

* And pictures (as to each her fway extends) 

* The facred forms of lovers, parents, friends. 
' Now Charity a fiery feraph (lands 

* Befide yon altar with uplifted hands. 

' Yet, can this high folemnity of grief 
' Yield to the Youth I love the wifh'd relief? 

* Thefe rites of death— ah ! what can they avail ? 
c Honorius died beyond the hallow'd pale. 
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* Plung'd in the gulph of fear— diftrefsful ftate! 

* My anxious mind abhors to know his fate : 

* Yet why defpond ? could one flight error roll 

* A flood of poifon o'er the healthful foul I 

* Had not thy virtues full fufficing pow'r 

4 To clear thee in the dread recording hour ? 
4 Did they before the Judge abafh'd remain ? 

* Did they, weak advocates, all plead in vain, ? 

* By love, by piety, by reafon taught, 

* My foul revolts at the blafpheming thought : 

* Sure, in the bread to pure religion true, 

* Where Virtue's templed, God is templed too. 



* Then, while th' auguft proceflion moves along, 
'Midft fwelling organs, and the pomp of fong ; 
While the dread chaunt, flill true to Nature's laws, 
Is deepened by the terror-breathing paufe ; 
Wikiie 'midft encircling clouds of incenfe loft 
The trembling prieft upholds the /acred hoft\ 



tc6 HONORIA: • «, 

' Amid thefe fcenes ihall I forget my fuh ? 
( Amid thefe fcenes ihall I alone be mute ? 
' Nor to the footfteps of the throne above 

* Breathe the warm requiem to the Youth I love ? 

* Now filence reigns along the gloomy fane, 
4 And wraps in dread repofe the paufing ftrain : 

' When next it burfts, my humble voice I'll join, 

* Difclofe my trembling wifh at Mercy's fhrine, 

* Unveil my anguifh to the throne above, 

* And figh the requiem to the Youth I love. 

* — Does Fancy mock me with a falfe delight, 
4 Or does fome hallow'd vifion cheer my fight ? 

* Methinks, emerging from the gloom below, 

* Th* immortal fpirits leave the houfe of woe ! 

* Infhrin'd in Glory's beams they reach the fky, 

* While choral fongs of triumph burft from high ! 
' See, at the voice of my accorded pray'r, 

' The radiant Youth ciccna u\c fe\&> <& &t\ 



THE DAT OF ALL SOULS. 
' Behold ! — he mounts unutterably bright, 

* Cloath'd in the fun-robe of unfading light ! 

* Applauding Seraphs hail, him on his way, 

1 And lead him to the gates of everlafting day/ 

2ND OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 




